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The Mad + th agipieck. 


His naked Pourtr: < thine Eye 
Is Wretched, LAN, MAN borntodi 
On either fide an ANGE Liddth prote& him 
As well from EVIL, ayto: GPHOD direthim: 


Ie; tO a Crown ; 
Who THIS artains, maſtireadrhe other down : 
Allwhich denotes the'Brief of Man's Eſtate, 
That HE's to _—_ by THIS or THA 


_— 


7 _— > 2 
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"*Hatancient' Kingdom, that old WA fway'd - 0M 
Shew'd two great Cities: Ah! burboth'dei 
Borlt-mighty. Grear, but of unequal growth'z 

- Boch Grear in Pe: le,' and in Building, both; 

But ah! Whaphoſdis there of cafthly good? 


| Now.Grafſs grows —_ where theſe hrav wh to 


The'name' of, one'Great Babylon was 
Through: whan'th "rich Tn 215 takes h 
From high Arme#5to the ruddy'Seas,*, 
And ſtores the Land'with rich RO 
The other Wnus,” Ninzveh the Great 3 
So hugea Fabrick, and well- choſen' Sear," 
Don Phwbus fiery * Steeds (with'Manes becurT'd, 
That circundates in twjce twelve hours the world} 'V 
Ne'r ſaw the like : *BygreatKing Ninus hand,, * 
"Twas raid and builded in the 'A[ſrians Land, 
On one hand, Lycus waf "her fruitful fides;” 
On t other, *7yerts with her hafty tides. * | 
Begirt ſhe was with'walls 'of wondrous'might, 
Creeping twice fifty foot in meaſur'd'height. 
Upon their'breadth -(if ought we may rely 
Onthe report of Sage Antiquity) ' 
Three Chartots ah might themſelves di play, 
And rank —=il >= Ws re 28 
The Circuit wel tip hg ook Sy 
Spins th mere of OTE SIG LF to 


ad. har on 5+ 


The Introduttion. 


Within her well-fenc'd Walls you might diſcover 
Five hundred ſtately Towers thrice told over z 
Wrhereof the hig eſt draweth up the Eyes 
As well the low'ſt, an hundred Cubits high 3 
All rich in thoſe things which to ſtate helong, 
Bor Beauty brave, and for Munition ſtrong : 
Duly and daily this Great Work was tended 
With tex thouſand workmen ; begun and ended 
Ta evght years ſpace: How beautiful ! how fair 
Thy Buildings! and how fon! thy Yes are ! 
Thou Land of 4fſur, double then "my pride, 
let thy Wells of Foy be never dry'd, 
haſt a Palace, that's renown'd ſo much, 
The like was never, is, nor will be ſuch. 
Thou Land of Aſſur, treble then thy Ware, 
And {et thy Tears (doas thy Cups) o'rtlow : 

For this thy Palace of ſo great renown, _ 
Shall be deſtroy'd and fackt, . and batter'd down; 
Bur cheer up, Niniveb, thine inbred might 
Hath means enough toquell thy Foe-mans ſpight : 
Thy Bulwarks are like Mountains, and thy Wall 

Dildains to ſtoop to thundring Ordnance call ; 
Thy watchful Towers mounted round about, 
Keep thee in ſafety, and thy Foe-men out ; 

F, but thy Bulwarbs aid cannot withſtand 

The direful ſtroke of the 4lmighty's hand z _ ww 
Thy wafer-walls at dread Zebovah's blaſt | 

Shall quake, and quiver, and ſhall down be caſt : 

Thy watchful Towers ſhall afleep be found, 

And nod their drowſic heads down to the ground : 

Thy Bulwarks are not exgeauce-proof z thy Wall 

When 7uſtzcebrandiſheth her Sword, muſt fall : 

Thy lofty Towers ſhall be dumb and yield 

Tohigh Revenge 3 Revenge muſt win the field ; 

Vengeance cries loud from Heaven, ſhe cannot ſtay 

Her Fury, but {impatient of delay) « 


Harh 
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py wn en BE 


- Here rouze (my Myſt) and for a ſpace, reſpire. 
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The Introduttion, 


Hath brimm'd her 7701s full of deadly Bane ; 
Thy Palace ſhall be burnt, thy People flain 3 


Thy Hearts hard gs Elant, and ſwoln with pride, 
Thy murth'rous Hands with guiltleſs Blood are didy © 
ſilly Babes do ffarye for. want of Food; ' 7 {| 


Whole tender Ihthers thou haſt drencht in Blood: 

Women with Child, lye wm the Streets about, 

Whoſe Brains thy ſavage hands have daſhed out 3 

Diſtreſſed widows weep, (but weep in vain) 

For their dear H1sbands, whomthy hands have ſlain. .. 

By one man's'Force, anorher man's devour'd ; 

Thy Wz-es ate raviſhr, and thy. Mazds deflowr'd; - 

Where 7uſtice ſhould, there Tort and Brzbes arc plac'd, 

Thy Altars defil'd, and holy things defac'd : 

Thy Lzps have rafted of -proud Babes Cup, 

What thou haſt left, thy Chzldrex have drunk up, 

Thy bloody (ins, thine Abels guiltleſs 500d, 7 

Cries up to Heaven for vengeance, crics aloud ; Ih 

Thy /is are ſeir, and ready forthe fire, | AY 
WA 
f 


Humble Servant implores his fa- 
_,yvourableAs$s15sTaNnCE. 


O All. ſufficient God, great Lord of Light, | 
Without whoſe. gracious aid, aid conſtant 
No labors proſper (bowſoe'r begun ) (ſprite, 
But flue like Miſts before the Morning Sun: 
O raiſe my thoughts, and clear my apprehenſion, 
Infuſe thy Spirit into my weak invention ; | 

Reflett thy Beams upon my feeble Eyes, 
Shew me the Mirrour of thy e Myſteries ; 
ey artleſ: Hand, my humble Heart inſpire, 
Inflame my frozen tongue with ho!y fire : 
Raeviſh my ſtupid Senſes with thy Glory ;, 
 Sweeten my Lips with ſacred Oratory : 
Ard thou (O Firlt and Laſt) afift, my Quill, 
That Firſt and Laſt I may perform thy Will : 


© Hy ſoleintent'sto blazon forth thy Praiſe ; 


xuder Pen expetts no (rown of Bays. 
* Suffice it then, Thine Altar Thave kiſt : 
Crown me with Glory : Take the Bays that liſt. 
| | | | A 
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Sacred Majeſty 


King CHARLES. 


SIR, 


Hen your Landed Subjet 
dies, and leaves none of 
his blood to inherit, the 


Laws of this your King- 


| dome find the King Heir: In this Vo- 


lume are contained ſeveral Poems, lately 
dedicated to divers of your Nobility, 
whom they have out-lived 3 So that the 
Muſes (who ſeldom or never give honour 
for lives) have found them all for the 


King, which I have here gathered toge- 
| A 3 ther- 


WnneP” Pwr Fane Y < 2nn, wh, or 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


_ ther, and proſtrated before the feet of 
' your Sacred Majeſty. - Indeed one of 


them I formeBly dedicated andpreſented 
to your Self:So that now they are become 
doubly yours, both by Eſcheat, and as 
Survivor:.And it You. pleaſe to owne me 
as your Servant, your Majeſty hath ano- 
ther Title good, by which I deſire they 
{ſhould be known Yours: I will not fin 
againſt the common good, ſo muchas to 
expect your Ma kſties ſerious Eye upon 
them: If when your Cfown ſhallbe moſt 


| favourable to your Princely Brows, You 


pleaſe to afford a gracious hearing, they 


will with the help. of ſorhe ben volgjs 


Reader,” and 'your Royal ad&ceptaiieg/(l 
hope) relifh in your ' Sacred \Fars, and 
receive, honour from. your accuſtomed 
Goodneſs, 'far above the merits," or the 
rxpeBtation of | 


« C 


Your tr uc-bearted 


» { 


wo Ib, :; aid lojal Eoogranas, 


Fran. Quarles. 
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Whale Jon. 1:7.1 
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rneveh P reack? 


Jonah "Ru angry for the., 


Gourd, but is reproved| 
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Feaſt fr WORMS. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The word of God to Jonah came, 
Commanded Jonah to proclaim 
The vengeance of his Majef1ie 
Againit the ſins of Nintveh. 


SRCT. 4. 


H' Eternal Word of God, whoſe high Decree 
Admits no change, and cannot fruſtrate be, 
Came downto 70nah, from the Heavens above, 
Came down to 7onah, Heavens anointed Dove, i; 
Fonah, the flower of old Amittay's youth, , if 
7onah, the Prophet, Son, and Heir to Truth ; | 
The bleſſed Type of him that ranſom'd us, 
That Word came to him, and beſpake him thus : 


a 


—_— 


& Ariſe z truſs up thy Loins, make all things meet, 
M- © 42d put thy Sandals on thy haſty feet z 
. © Grd up thy Reins, and takethy Staff in hand, 
«& Make no delay, but go where I command ; 
« Me pleaſes not to:ſend thee (Jonah) down 
« To ſweet Gath-Hepher, thy dear native Town, 
« hoſe tender Paps with plenty overflow, 
& Nor yet unto thy Brethren _ thou go 5 
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oh | « 4mongſt the Hebrews, where thy ſpreaden ſame 

$1 & Fore-runs the welcome of thing honour'd name, 

Bi « No, I'll not findthes thither + up, ariſt, 

"#4 « 4nd go to Niniveh; where no Allies, 

"1 &« Nor conſanguinity preſerves thy blood, 

L. « 7g Niniveh, where ſtrangers are withſtood : 

6 « To Niniveh, a City far remov'd © © | 

_« « Prom thine 4cquaintance,' where thou'rt not belou'd : 

1 | « 7 ſend thee to Mount Sinai, not Mount Sion, | 

Ss « Not to 4 gentle Lamb, but to a Lion : | 

My & Nor yet to Lydia, but to bloody Paſhur, | 

$ 7 <« Not to the Land of Canaan, but to Aſhur, . 

P & 7phoſe Language will be riddles to thine ears, : 
c 
& 


by « 4nd thine again will be as ſtrange to theirs © 
A ( <« 7 ſay, to Niniveh, the worlds great Hall, | 
\f - © The Monarch's Seat, high Court Imperial. < 
bi - * But terrible Moant Sinai will affright thee, 6 
Ka & 4nd Paſhur's heaty band 7s bent to ſmite thee 3 | 6« 
Foy « The Lions roar, the people's firong and ſtont, « 
hyp &« The Balwaihs ſtand afrout to keep thee out, « 
© Grzat Afſhur menaces with whip in hand, « 
| &« To entertain thee (welcome) to bis Land. | 
* hat then. Ariſe, be gone; Flay not tothink « + ay 
« Bd z5 the Cloth that will in wetting ſhrink. ; & 
a *« What ther, if cruel Paſhur heap on Firobes ? « 
A &* Gr Sina blaſt thee with her ſulph*rous ſmokes ? & 
« Or Afhur whp thee ? or the. Lzons rent thee? &« 
' « Piſh, on wit! courage 3 1 the Lord bave ſent thee s 7 
f | « 4way, away, lay by thy fooliſh pity, 9 
_Þ « And go to Niniveh, that mighty City; & 
w © Cry loud againſt it; let thy dreadful voice aa 
"I « Make all the City echo with the noiſe : 
"If << Not lhe a Dove,: but lihe a Dragon go, -"* Ws 
4 « Pronounce my Judgment, and denounce my Wot 5 « 
= « Make not thy head 4 fountain full of tears, | 
ny &« To weep in ſecret for her fins. Think tas 


: 1 « Shalt 


A Feaſt for Worms. 


, & Thing eyes ſhall ſmart with what they ſhall diſcover. 
&« Spend not zn private thoſe thy zealous drops, 
&« But hew, and back; ſpare nezther trunk nor lops 
&« Make Heaven and Earth rebound, when thou diſcharges, 
« Plead not (like Paul) but roar (lth: Boanerges :) 
& Nor let the beauty of the Buildings blear thee 3 
&« Let not the terrors of the Rampzers fear thee 3 
&« Let no man bribe thy fiſt (1 well adviſe thee ) 
& Nor foul means force thee, nor let fair entice thee; 
'« Ram up thine ears: Thine heart of ſtone ſhall be © 
« Be deaf to them, as they are deaf to me : 
&« Go, cry againſt it. If they asþ thee, why? 
« Say, Heavens great Lord commanded thee to cry : 
« My Altars ceaſe to ſmoke; their boly fires 
&« Are quencht 3 and where prayer ſhould, there ſin afpires: 
&« The fatneſs of theiy Fornication fries ] 
* On Coals of raging Luſt, and upward flies, 
« And makes me ſick : I hear the mournſul groans, 
« And heavy fighs of ſuch, whoſe aking Bones 
« Th Oppreſſor grinds : Mas, their grief. implores me, 
. © Their pray'rs, preferr'd with teavs, plead loud before mt © 
& Behold, my Sons they have oppreſt and bila, | 
« 4nd bath'd their hands within the Blood they Fill'd : 
« The flream of guiltlgſs blood makes ſuit unto me, 
&« The voice of many bloods is mounted to me 3 
< The vile propbaner of my ſacred Names, 
« Hz tears my titles, and my honour maims, ; 
&% Makes Rher rich of an Oath, ſwears and ſorſwears, 
&* Rechs not my mercy, nor my judgment fears : 4 
* They eat, they.drink , they ſleep, . they tire the night 
* In wanton dalliance, ana unclean delight. 
* Heavens winged Herald Jonas, up and go, 
« To mighty Niniveh denounce my woe. 
« Advance thy voice, and when thou haſt advanc'd it, 
« Spare Shrub, nor Cedar, but cry out againſt zt: 
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«Shall bear ſuch things will make thine eyes run over, 


B 2 « Hold 


IEEE 


—— 


eA Feaſt for Worms. 


&« Hold out thy Trumpet, and with louder breath 
&* Proclaim my ſudden coming, and their death. 


The Author's APOLOGY. 


]- was my morning Muſe ; A Muſe whoſe ſpirit 

Tranſcends (I fear) the fortunes of her merit ; 

Too bold a Muſe, whoſe feathers (yer in blood) 

She never bath'd in the Pyrenean Flood 

A Muſe unbreath'd, unlikely to attain 

An eafie honour by ſo ſtout a Train 

_ Expe& no lofty Hagard, that ſhall fly 

” A leſſning pitch to the deceived eye, 

If in her Downy Soreage She bur ruff 

So ſtrong a Dove, may 1t be thought enough : | 
Bear with her z Timeand Fortune may requite 
Yout patent ſufferance with a fairer tight. 


The general Application. 


" O thee (Malfido) now I turn-my Quill ; 

.& That God is ſtill that God, and will be ſtill : 
The painful Paftors rake up onah's room, 

And thou the Ninivite to whom they come. 


Meditate. I 


OW great's the love of God unto his creature ? 
Or is his Wiſdom, or his Mercy greater ? 
I know not whether ; O th' exceeding love 
Of higheft God, thatfrom his Throne above 
Will ſend the brightneſs of his Grace to thoſe - 
That grope in darkneſs, and his Grace oppoſe : 
He helps, ' provides, inſpires, and freely glyes, 
As pleas'd to ſee us ravel out our lives 3 


Be 
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He gives us from the heap, he meaſures not, 

Nordeals (like Manna) each his ſtinted lot, 

Burt daily ſends the Doors of his Spouſe, 

(With ſuch like Oyl as fromthe Widows Cruſe 

Did iſſue forth) infulneſs without waſting, 

Where plenty ſtill was had, yetplenty laſting, 

T, there is care in Heaven, and heavenly ſprights, 

That guides the World, and guards poor mortal wights: 

There is ; elſe were the miſerable ſtate - 

Of man, morewretched and unfortunate 

Than favageBeaſts: Bur, O th' abounding love 

Of higheſt God! whoſe Angels fromabove 

Diſmount the Tower of Blils, fly to and fro, 

Aſſiſting wretched man, their deadly foe. 

Whatthing is man, that God's regard is ſuch? ; 

Or, why ſhould Heaven love wretchleſs man ſo much ? 

Why? what are men, but quickned lumps of earth ? 

A Feaft for Worms : A bubble full of breath; 

A looking-glaſs for grief; a flaſh, a minute ; 

A painted Tomb, with putrefa&ion in it ; 

A map of death; a burthen of a ſong; 

A winters duſt 3 a worm of fivefoort long ; 

Begot in fin; in darkneſs nouriſht ;- born 

In _— naked, _ and _— 

His firſt voice (heard) is crying for relief; 

Alas ! he comes ww, World of grief ; 

His Age 1s finful, and his Youth is vain, | 

His Life's a puniſhment, his Death's a pain z 

His Life's an hour of Joy, a World of Sorrow 

His Death's a winters night, that finds no morrow: 

Man's life's an Hour-glaſs, which being run, 

Concludes that hour of Joy, and ſo 15 done, 

Jonah muſt go, nor is this charge confin'd 

To 7onah, bur to all the Worldenjoyn'd: 

You Magiſtrates, ariſe, andtake delight 

In dealing Juſtice, and maintaining right ;' | 
B g , There 


— 
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There lies your Nin#veb ; Merchants, ariſc, 
And mingle conſcience with your Merchandiſe 
Lawyers, ariſe, make not your righteous Laws 
A trick for gain; Let Juſtice rule the cauſe : 
Tradeſmen, ariſe, and ply your thriving ſhops _ 
With truer hands, and eat your meat with drops : 
Paul to thy Tents, and Peter to thy Net, 

And all muſt go that courſe, which God hath ſer. 
Great God awake us in theſe drowzy times, 

Leſt vengeance find us ſleeping in our Crimes ! 
Encreaſe ſucceſſion in thy Prophets lien, © +. 
For lo, thy Harveſt's great, and workmen few. 


THE: ARGUMENT. 


But Jonah toward Tharſis went, 
A Tempeſt doth hzs courſe prevent : 
The Mariners are ſore oppreſt, 

While Jonah ſlzeps and takes bz reſt. 


SECT. 11, 


UT 7onah thus bethought 3 The City's great, 
And mighty Aſhar {tanas with deadly threat. 

Th-:r hearts are hardened, that they cannot hear: © 
Wil green Wood burn, when ſo unapt's the ſear ? 
Strange 45 the charge: Shall I go to a plate. 
Unbnown and Foreign ? Ay me! bard's the caſe, 
That righteous Ir el muſt be this negledied,... :, 
when Miſcreants and Gentzles are teſpefied 2 - :. 
How might I have my Words ſhould there ſucceed, 
Which thrive not with th: Blocks 1 daily jerk 7 
1 know my God 1s gentle, and inclin'd ; 
To tender mircy, apt to change bis mind 
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Upon 


They go aboard, their Sails are: hoyſting up 5 
| B 
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Upon the leaſt repentance : Then ſhall 1 
Be deem'd, as falſe, and ſhame my Prophecy. 


Oh beavy burthen of a doabtful mind ! pe 
Where ſhall 1 go, or which way ſhall I wind? 
My heart, luke Janus, look:th to and fro : 
My Credit bids me, Stay 3- my God bids, Go: 
If Go, my labour's loft, my ſhame's at hand ; 
If ſtay, Lord ! 1 tranſgreſs my Lord's command : 
If go, from bad eftate, toworſe I fall: 
If ſtay, 1 ſlide from bad, to worſt of all, 
My God bias Go, my Credit bids me Stay, 
My guilty fear bids fly another way. 


So 7onah ſtraight aroſe, himſelf bedighr 
Wirh fir accoutrementsfor-baſty flight : 

Inſtead of ſtaff, he rook aShipmans weed ; 
Inſtead of going, lo, he flies with ſpeed. 

Like as.a Hawk:(thatover-matcht with might) 
Doing ſad penance for th'unequal fight, 
(Anſw'ring the Falk*ners ſecond'ſhout) does flee 
From fiſt, iruens tail to fowl; and takes a tree : - 
So 7onah baulks the place where he was ſent, 
(To Niniveh) and downto:;Faffa went :  — :: 
He ſought, enquired, andatlaft he found 
A welcome Ship, that was to-Tharfis bound, 
Where he may flie the preſence of the Lord : 


He makes no ſtay, bur ſtraightway goes aboard , 


His haſtypurſe for bargain-finds no leiſure, 
(Where tin delights, there's no account of treaſure) 
Nor did he know, nor ask, how much his Fare : 

He gave:;*'They took: all parties pleaſed are. 
(How thrifrleſs of our.coſt, and pains, are we, 


Great God of Heaven and Earth, to flie from thee ! ; 


Now have the Saylors drunk their parting cup, 
4 


The 


- ee a nts —_ 
| ODDITIES ————— 


His Art's amaz'd, in ſuch a maze of wo; 


= A Feaſt for Worms. 
The Anchor's weigh'd : the Keel begins 1 obey 

Her gentle Rudder, leaves her quiet Key, 

Divides the ſtreams, and without Wind or Oar, 

She eafily glides along the moving hore 3 

Her ſwelling Canvas gives her nimbler morion, 

SHY outſtrips the Tide, and hies her to the Ocean ; 

Forth tothe Deep ſhe launches, and out-braves 

The prouder Billows, rides upon the Waves : | | 
She plyes that courſe her Compaſs hath enjoyn'd her, 
And ſoon hathleft the leſſned Land behind her; 

By this, the breath of Heaven began to ceaſe; 

Calm were the Seas, the Waves were all at peace , 
The flagging Main-ſail flapt againſt her Yard, 

The uſeleſs Compaſs, and the idle Card * 

Were bothnegleQted: Upon every fide . 
The gameſome Porpoiſe tumbled an the Tide, 

Like as a Maſtiff, when reſtrain'd a while, | 

Is made more furious, and more apt for ſpoil : 

Or when the breath of Man being barr'd the Courſe, 


' Ar length breaks forth witha far greater force 3 
. Even fo the milder breath of Heaven, art laſt, 
| Lets fly more fierce, and blows a ſtronger Blaſt ; 


Allon a ſudden darkned was the Skye 

With gloomy Clouds; Heaven's more refulgent eye 
Wasall obſcur'd : The air grew damp and cold, 
And ſtrong-mouth'd Bareas could no longer hold ; 
e<Xoluslets looſe his uncontrouled breath, 

Whoſe language threatens nothing under death: 
The Rudder fails ; the Ship's atrandom driven; A 
The eye no obje& owns but Sea and Heaven: 

The Welkin ſtorms and rages more and more | 
The rain pours down; the Heavens begm to roar; - 
As they would ſplit the maſlie Globe in ſunder, - 
From thoſe that live above, to thoſe live under; 
The Pllot'sfrighted, knows notwhat to do: 


Faces 
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Faces grow ſad, Prayers and Complaints are rife, 
Each one's become an Orator for life : 
The winds above, the waters underneath, 
Joyn 1n rebellion, and conſpire death. * 
The Sea-mens courage now begins to quail, 
Some ply the Pump, while others ſtrike the Sail. 
Their hands are bufie, while their hearts deſpair, 
Their fears and dangers move their lips to prayer : 
They pray'd, but winds did ſnatch their words away, 
And lets their pray'rs not go to whom they pray : 
But ſtill they pray, but ſtill the wind and weather 
Do turn both ſhip and pray'rs they know not whither. 
Their gods were deaf, their danger waxed greater 3 
They caſt rheir wares out, and- yet ne'r the better: 
Bur all this while was 7ozahdrown'd infſleep, 
And m the lower Deck was buried deep. 

» 


Meditat. 11. 


BY T ſtay : This wasa ſtrange and uncouth word, 

Did Fonah fly the preſence of the Lord ? | 
What myſter word 15 that? He thatrepleats , 

The mighty Univerſe, whoſe lofty Seat's 

Tit imperial Heaven, whoſe foot-ſtool is the face 

Of mailie Earth-3, Can he from any place 

Be barr'd ? or yet by any means excluded, 

Thar is 1nall things ? (end yetnot included) 

Could 7onah find a reſting any where | 

So void, or ſecret, that God was not there ? 

I ſtand amaz'd, and affrighted at this word : 

Did 7onah fly the preſence of the Lord ? nl 97P. 
Mount up to Heaven, and there thou ſhalt diſcover 

The exc'lentglory of his Kingly ' ganz | , 
Beſtride the'Earth beneath (with weary pace) 
And there he bears the Ove Branchot Grace : | 


Dive 
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Dive down into th* extreme Abyſs of Hell, 
And therein Juſtice doth th*' Almighty dwell, 
What ſecret Cloiſter could there then afford 
A Screen 'twixt faithlefs Zonab, and his Lord? 
Fonah was charg'd to take achargein hand : 
But 70n4h turn'd his back on God's command ; 
Shook off his yoke, and wilfully negleRed, 
And whatwas ſirifly charg'd, hequite reje&ed: 
And ſo hefled the power of his Word ; 
And ſohefled rhe preſence of the Lord. 
Good God! how poor a thing is wretched man? 
So frail, that lethim ſtriverhe beſt he can, 
With every little blaſt he's overdone, _ 
If mighty Cedars of great Lebanon, 
Cannot the danger of the Axe withſtand, 
Lord ! how ſhall we, that are but Buſhes, ſtand ? 
How fond, corrupt, how ſenflefs is marſkind ? 
How feigning deat is he? how wilful blind ? 
He ſtops his ears, and fins; he ſhuts his eyes, 
And (blindfold) in the lap of danger flyes: 
He fins, deſpairs ; and then to ſtint his grief, 
He chuſeth death, to baulkthe God of hfe. 

Poor wretched finner! travel where thouwilr, 
Thy travel ſhall be burthen'd with thy guilt: 
Climb rops of Hilk, that proſpe&s may delight thee, 


There will thy ſins (like Wolves and Bears) affright thee : 


Fly to the Valleys, that rhoſe frights may Thun thee, 


And there (like Mountains) they will fall upon thee: 


Or to the raging Seas {with Fonah) go 
There will thy ftns, like ftormy N:ptune flow. 
Poor ſhiftleſs man, what fhall become of thee ? 
Where-e'r thou flyft; rhy griping fin will flee. 
But all this while, the'Ship where 7onah fleeps, 
Ts toſt, and torn, and batrer'd on the Deeps, 
And well-nigh fplir upon the threatning Rock, 
Wuh many a botfterous bruſh, and churly knock, 
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God help all deſp'rate Voyagers and keep | 
All ſuch, as feel thy wonders inthe deep. | 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Pilot thumps on Jonah s breaft, 
And rouzeth Jonah jrom his veſt : 

They all caft Lots (being fore affrighted) 
The ſacred Lot on Jonah lighted. 


SECT. 1Ih 


g i HE amazed Pilot finding no ſucceſs, - 

(Bur that the ſtorm grew rather more, than leſs, = 
For all their toilſom pains, and needleſs prayers, ES 
Deſpairing both of life and goods) repairs | 
To 7onah's drowzy Cabbin; mainly calls ; | 
Calls, Jonah, Jonah; and yet louder yauls 3 || 
Yet Jonah ſleeps, and givesa ſhrug, or two, ... -. 'Þ 
And ſnoars, (as greedy ſleepers uſe to do.) 8 
The woful Pilot jogs him, - (but in vain) | 
(Perchance he dreams an.idle word, or twain 3) | 
Atlength he rugs and pulls his heavy coarſe, 

And thunders on his breaſt with all his force : 

But (after many yawns) he did awake him, 

And (being both affrighted). thus beſpake him :_ 


« 4r;ſe, O Sleepcr, 0 ariſe, and ſee, : 
&© There's not atwiny thred"twixt death and thee : 
« This darksom place (thou meafur'fi) is thy Grave, 
« And ſudden death rides proud on yonder wave: | 
« Ariſe, O Sleeper, O ariſe, and pray 
&« Perhaps thy God will bear, and not ſay Nay 3 + | 
5 Repair the loſs of theſe our #11 (pent hours, | # 
& Perchance thy God's more powerful than 0's: Ree” | | 

& Heaven's | 


—— 
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« Heaven's hand may ceaſe, and have compaſſion 0n-us, - 
& 4nd turn away this miſchief it hath dons us. | 


ll The ſturdy Saylors - (weary of their - 
bs | Finding their bootlels labour loſt and vain, 

A Forbear their toilſom task,. and wrought no more, 
4 ExpeRing death, for which they look before: 

| Lf They call a parley, and conſult together, 


F They count their fins, (accufing one another) 
| That for his fin, or his, this 11] was wrought: 
| In fine, they all prove guilty of the fault: 
But yet the queſtion was not ended fo ; 
> | One ſays, *Twas thine offence, but he ſays, No, 
; But *twas far thy ſake, that accuſes me 3 
@ mr a third (the worſer of the three) 
| And ſwore it was anothers, which (he hearing) 
FL j Deny'd it flat, and ſaid, *Twas thine, for ſwearing © 
F In comes a fifth, accuſmg all; (replying 
ha þ But little elſe) they all chid him for lying; 
4. One ſaid it was, another ſaid 'twas not, 
So all agreed to ſtint the ſtrife by Lot : 
"3 © Thenall was whiſt, andall to prayer went; 
7] (For ſuch a bufineſs a fir complement 
-$- The Lot was caſt; *tpleas'd God by Lots to tell : 
be: The Lot wascaſt; the-Lot on Fonah fell. 
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Meditat. 111. 


Sacred (ubje& of a Meditation ! | 
Thy Works (O Lord) are fullof admiration ; 
Thy judgments are all juſt, ſevere, and ſure, 
They quite cur off, or elſe, by lancing, cure 
The feſtring ſore of a-rebellioushearr, 
Leſt foul infe&1on taint th*' unmorcal part. 
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How deep a Lethargy doth this diſeaſe 

Bring to the ſlumbring ſoul, through careleſs eaſe ! 
Which once being wak'd, (as froma golden dream) 
Looksup and ſees her griefs the more extream. 
How ſeeming ſweet's the quiet ſleep of fin, 
Which, whena wretched man's once nuzzled in, 
How ſoundly fleeps he, without fear or wit ? 

No ſooner do his arms infolded knit 

A drowzy knot upon his careleſs breſt, 

Bur there he ſnorts, and ſnoars in endleſs reſt ; 
His eyesare cloſed faſt, and deaf his ears, 

And (like Endymion) ſleeps himlelf in years ; 
His ſenſe-bound heart relents not at the voice 

Of ”m warning, neither does the noiſe 

Of ſtrong reproof awake his ſleeping car, 

Nor louder threatnings thunder makes him hear : 
So deaf's the finners ear, ſo numb'd his ſenſe, 
That fin's no corrofive, breeds no offence ; 

For cuſtombrings delight, deludes the heart, 
Beguiles the ſenſe, and rakes away the ſmart. 

But ſtay; did one of God'selefted number, 
(Whoſe eyes ſhould never ſleep, nor eye-lids ſlumber) 
So much forget himſelf ? did 7onah ſleep, 

Thar ſhould be watchful, and the Tower keep? 
Did Fonah (the ſele&ed mouth of God) 

Inftead of roaring Judgments, does he nod ? 
Did 7onah ſleep fo ſound ? Could he ſleep then, 
When (with the ſudden fight of death) the men 
(So many men) with yelling ſhricks and cryes, 
Made very Heavenreport ? Were 7onah's eyes 
Still clos'd, and he, not of his life bereaven ? 
Hard muſt he wink that ſhuts his eyes from Heaven, 
O righteous 1fel, where, O whereart thou? 
Where 1s thy Lamp? thy zealous Shepherd now ? 
Alas! therav'nous Wolves will worr” thy Sheep; 
Thy Shepherd's careleſs, and 1s faln aſleep; 


Thy . 
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Thy wandring flocks are frighred from their fold, 
The Shepherd's gone, and Foxes are too bold ; 
They, they whoſe ſmooth-fac'd words become the Altar, 
Their words diſſent, and firſt beginto faulter; 
And they that ſhould be Warch-lights in the Temple, 
Are ſnuffs, and want the oyl of good example; 
The choſen Watch-menthar the Tow'r ſhould keep, 
Are waxen heavy-ey'd and fall aſleep. | 

Lord, if thy Watch-men fall aſſeep, awake them, 
Although they ſlumber, do not quite forfake them 3 
The fleſh is weak, ſay not (if dulneſfs ſeize 
Their heavy eyes) ſleephenceforth; take your eaſe : 
And we poor weaklings, when we ſleep in fin, 
Knock at our drowzy hearts and never lin, 
Till thou awake our ſin-congealed eyes 
Leſt (drown'din fleep) we ſink and neyer riſe. 


ay 


THE ARGUMENT. 


They queſtion Jonah whence be came, 
His Country and his Peoples Name. 
He makes reply : They moan their woe, 
And asb his counſel what to do. 


SECT. IV. 


A*® when a Thief's apprehended on ſuſpett, 
And charg'd for ſome ſuppoſed malefatt, 
A rude concourſe of people ſtraight accrues, 
Whoſg itching ears even ſmart to know the news: - 
The guilty Pris'ner (to himſelf berray'd) 

He ſtands deje&ted, trembling, and afraid : 

So 7onah ſtood the Saylors all among, 

Encloſed round amid the ruder throng. 
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As in a Summer's evening you ſhall hear 

In Hives of Bees. (if you lay cloſe your car) 
Confuſed buzzing, and ſedmous noiſe, 

Such was the murmur "of the Saylors voice. 


« what was thy ſinſul a, that cauſes this ? 

« (Says one) wherein baſt thou ſo done amiſs ? 

« Tell us what 3s thine Art (another ſays) 

« That thou profeſſeſt ? Speah man, whence aways, 

« From what Confines cam'(t thou? (4 third replies) 
« What #s thy Country ? and of what allzes ? 

&« What art thouborn a Few ? or Gentile ? whether ? 
« Fre be could lend an anſwer unto ether ; 

« 4 Fourth demands, Where bath thy breeding been ? 


All what they askt, they all askr o'r agen. 

In fine, their ears (impatient of delay) 

Becalm'd their tongues, to hear what he could ſay. 
So Jonah (humbly rearing up his eyes) 

Breaking his long-kept filence, thus replies : 


« Tam an Hebrew, Son of Abraham, 

« From whom my Land did firſt derive her name, 
« Within the Land of Jewry was 1 born 3 

« My name is Jonah, wretchleſs and forlorn © 

« I am: 4 Prophets ah ! put woe zs me, 

« For, from before the face of God I flee; 

« From whence, (through diſobedience) I am driven, 
&« 7 fear JEHOVAH, the great God of Heavens, 
&« 7 fear the Lord of Hoſts, whoſe glorious band 
« Did make this ſtormy Sea, and mate Land. 


So ſad, their ears with dobble- raviſhmenr, 
Srill hung upon his melting lips, atrent, 


Whoſe dreadful words their hearts ſo near impierc'd; 


That from themſelves, thewſelyes were quite divers'ds 
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As ina ſoultry Summets evening Tide, 
Mil! (When Juſtful Phoebus re-ſalutes his Bride, 
(/ And Philomela *gins her caroling) 
A Herd of Deer arebrowzing 1n a Spring, 
With eager appetite, miſdeeming nought, 
Nor in ſo deepa filence fearing ought ; 
A ſudden crack, or ſome unthought of ſound, 
Or bounce of Fowlers Ptece, or yelp of Hound, 
Diſturbs their quier peace with ſtrange amaze, 
Where (ſenſleſs half) through fear they ſtand at gaze : 
So ſtand the Sea-men, (as with Ghoſts affrighted) . 
Entraunc'd with what this man of God recited : 
Their tired limbs do now wax faint, and lither, 

- Their hearts did yern, their knees did ſmite together : 
Congealed blood uſurps their trembling hearts, ' 
And left a faintneſs in their feeble parts: 

Who (trembling out diſtrafted language) thus: 


Y ' 7 
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&« hy bat thou brought this miſchief upon us ? 
&« what humour led thee to a place unknown, 
« To ſeeh out foreign Land, and leave thine own ? 
&« what Toh hadſt thou, by leaving thine abode, 
« To think to fly the preſence of thy God ? 
<«< Why haſt thou not obey'd (but thus tranſgreſt 
© Thg voice of God, whom thou acknowledgeſt ? 
& Art thou a Prophet ? and oft thou amiſs ? 
&« what is the cauſe ? and why haſt thou done this ? 
&« What ſhall we do? the tempeſt lends no ear 
&« 7o fruitleſs chat, nor do the Billows bear, 
& Or mark our Language: Waves are not attent : 
& Our goods they float, our needleſs pains are ſpent 5 
<« Our Bark's not weather proof 3 no Fort's ſo ſtout 
&« To keep continual Siege ang Battery outs 
« The Lot accuſes thee, thy words condemn thee, | 
&« The waves (thy deaths-men) ſiriye to overwhelm thee 


« what 
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& what ſhall we do ? Thou Prophet, ſpeak , we pray thee : 
&« Thou ſears the Lord 3 Alas ! we may not ſlay thee; 
&« Or ſhall we ſave thee? No, for thou doſt flie 
& The face of God, and ſo deſerv'(t to die. 
« Thox Prophet, ſpeak, what ſhall be done to thee, 
«© That angry Seas may calm and quiet be ? 


Meditat. IV. 


© leave little to adjourn your Text, 

\ Andeaſe my ſoul, my ſoul with doubts perplexs, 

Can he beſaid to fear the Lord, that flies him? 

Can word confeſs him, whenas deed denies him? 
My ſacred Muſe hath rounded in mine ear, 

And read the miſt'ry of: a twofold fear : 

The firſt, a ſeryile fear, for judgments ſake ; 

And thus Hells Fire-brands do fear and quake. 

- Thus 44am fear'd, and fled behind a Tree : 

And thus did bloody Cazz both fear and flee. 

Unlike to this there 1s a ſecond kind 

Of fear, extraRted from a zealous mind, 

Full fraught with love, and witha conſcience clear 

From bale reſpeds : It is a filial fear ; 

A fear whoſe ground would juſt remain, and level, 

Were neither Heaven, nor Hell, nor God, nor Devy1l. 

Such was the fear that Princely David made, 

And thus our wretched 70n4b fear'd and fled : 

Hefled aſham'd, becauſe his ſins were ſuch 

He fled aſham'd, becauſe his fear was much. 

He fear'd Fehovah, other fear'd he none : 

Him he acknowledg'd ; him he fear*dalone : 

Unlike to thoſe who (being blind witherror) 

Frame many gods, and multiply their terror. 

. THh' Egyptians god Apis did 1implore, 

" God Aſſas the Chaldeans d1d -=_ : 
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Bahel to the Devouring Dragon ſeeks ; 
Th' Arabians Aſtaroth ; Juno, the Greeks; 
The name of Belus the Aſſyrians hallow 3 
The Trojans, Veſta ;, Corinth, wiſe Apollo 3 
Th* 4rginians ſacrifice unto the Sun 3 
Tolight-foot Mercury bows Macedon : 
To god Yolunus, Lovers bend their knee : 
To Pavor, thoſe that faint, and fearful be ; 
Who pray for health, and ſtrength, to Mucza thoſe, 
And to Vi#oria, they that fear to loſe: 
To Muta, they that fear a womans tongue: 
To great Lucina, women great with young: 
To Aſculapius, they that live opprelt : 
And ſuch to Quzes, who defire reſt. 
O blinded ignorance of antick Times, 
How blent with error, and how ſtufe with Crimes 
Your Temples were! And how adulterate! 
How clogg'd with needleſs gods ! how obſtinate ! 
How void of reaſon, order, how confuſe ! 
How full of dangerous and foul abuſe! 
How ſandy were thy grounds, and how unſtable! 
How many Deities ! yet how unable! 
Implore theſe gods that liſt to howl and bark, 
They bow to Dagon, Dagon to the Ark: 
Bur he to whom the ſeal of mercy's given, 
Adores Fehovah the great God of Heaven : 
Upon the mention of whoſe ſacred Name, | 
Meck Lambs grow fierce, and the fierce Lionstame ; 
Bright Sol ſhall ſtop, and heav*n ſhall rurn his courſe, 
Mountains ſhall dance, and Neptune flake his force : 
The Seas ſhall part, rhe fire want his flame, 
Upon the mention of 7ehovahs Name: / 
A Name that makes the roof of Heaven to ſhake, 
The frame of Earth to quiver, Hell to quake : 
A Name, *to which all Angels blow their Trumps ; 
A Name, puts frolick man into his dumps, 


(Though 
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(Though ne'r ſo blythe) A Name of highrenown, 
It mounts the meek, and beats the lofty down: 
A Name divides the marrow in the Bone ; 
A Name, which out of hard and flinry ſtone 
- Extracteth hearts of fleſh, and makes relent 
Thoſe hearts that never knew what mercy meant. 
O Lord! how great's thy Name in all the Land ! 
How mighty are the wonders of thy hand! 
How is thy glory plac'd above the Heaven ! 
To tender Mouths of Sucklings thou haſt given 
Coercive pow'r, and boldneſs to reprove, 
When elder men do what them not behove. 
O Lord! how great's the power of thine hand ! 
O God! howgreat's thy Name in all the Land! 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Prophet doth his fault diſcover, 
Perſwades the men to caſt him over : 
They row, and toil, but do no good, 
They pray to be excus'd from blood. 


SECT. V. 


g2 Fonah fram'd this Speech to their demand, 
« Not that I ſeek to traverſe the Command 
© Of my dear Lord, and out of mind perverſe, 
« 7” avoid the Ninivites, ds I amerce 
« My ſelf; nor that I ever beard you threat, 
© (Unleſs I went to Niniveh (the great) 
| * 41d do the meſſage ſent her from the Lord) 
ol © That you would kill, or caſt me over-boara, 
* Do I do this; *tis my deſerved Fine : 
&« 204 all are guiltleſs, and the fault is mine, 
| C 2 GL 5 


. « To, Ithe man am bere; Lo, 1 ambe, 
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« *T;s 1, *tzs1 alone, "tis Tam he ; Nor 
« "The tempeſt comes from Heaven, the cauſe from me 2 


«< You ſhall not loſe a hazr for this my ſon, 
& Nor periſh for the fault that mine hath been 3 


« The root of all 3 end your revenge 0n me 3 
« 7 fled_th' Eternal God ;, O, -let me then 
<« {Becauſe I fled my God) ſo flie from men : 
« R:dcem your lives with mine Ab, why ſhould 1 
« Not 2:2itleſs, live, and you not guilty, dye ? 
&« 7:3; the man for whom theſe Billows dance, 
* 3-4 5:49 ſhall purchaſe your deliverance 3 
* 7:27 1:25 *6 ceaſe your fears, but throw me iz 
x: 72 Soul is burthen'd with my ſin, 
; : jult, and bent to his Decree, 
OL 07278 15, amacannot alter d be: 
fm procicinn'd 4 Traytor to the King 
Of Heaven and Earth z the winds with ſpeedy wing 
& 491uaint the Seas; . The Seas mount up on bigh, 
« 41:4 cannot reſt until the Traytar dit 3 
* Oh, caſt mein, and let my life be ended; 
<© 1.et death make Juſtice mends which life offended 3 
« ©, let the ſwelling waters me embalm ; 
© $9 jball the waves be ſtill, and Sea be calm. 
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Soſaid, th' amazed Mariners grew ſad, _ 
New love abſtrated, what old fear did add ; 
Love called pity; Fear call'd Vengeance in 3 
Love view'd the Sinner ; Fear beheld theSin ; 
Love cry'd out, Hold 3, for better ſav'd than ſpill'd ; 
But Fear cry'd, Killz O better kill than kill'd: 
Thus plung'd with Paſſions they diftrafted were 
Betwixt the hopes and doubts of Love and Fear ; 
Some cry'd out, Savez,xf this foul deed we do, 
Vengeance that haunted him, Will haunt us too : 
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Others cry'd, No : May rather death befal 

Toone (that hath deſerv'd to die) than all : 

Save him (fays one) Oh fave the man that thus 

His deareſt blood hath proffer'd to ſave us : 

No, (ſays another) Vengeance muſt have hlood, 
And vengeance ſtrikes moſt hard, when moſt withſtood. 
In fine, (fay all) Then let the Prophet die, | 
And we ſhall live; for Prophets cannot lie, 

Loth to be guilty of their own, yet loth 

To haſte poor Fonah's death, with hope, that both 
Th approaching evils might be at once prevented, 
With prayers, and pains re-utter'd, re-attended 
They try'd new ways, deſpairing of the old, 

: Lovequickens courage, makes the ſpirits bold : 
They ſtrove, 1n vain, by toyl to win the ſhore, 
And wrought more hardthane'r they did before : 
But now, both hands and hearts begin to quail, 
(For bodies wanting reſt, muſt faint and fail ;) 
The Seas are angry, and the waves ariſe, 

Appeas'd with nothing but a Sacrifice 3 

God's vengeance ſtormeth like the raging Seas, 
Which nought but 7onah (dying) can appeaſe : 
Fond is that labour, which attempts to free 
What Heaven hath bound by a Divine Decree : 
Fonah muſt dye, Heaven hath decreed it fo; 
7onah muſt dye, or elſe they.all dye too 
Fonah muſt dye, that from his Lord did flie 3 
The Lot determines, 7onah then muſt die ; 
His guilty word confirms the ſacred Lot : 
Fonah muſt die then, if they periſh nor. 


« if 7uſtice then appoint (ſince be muſt dye 
« Sazd they) us Attors of his Tragedy, 

&* (We beg not (Lordy a warrant to offend) 
&« 0: pardon bloodſhed, that we muſt intend 3 
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& Though 20t our hands, yet (hall our hearts be clear, 
& Then let not ſtainleſs Conſcaences bear 

&« The pona'rous burthen of a Murders guilt, 

&« Or pay the price of blood that muſt be ſilt 3 

« For lo, (Dear Lord) tt #5 thine own Decree, 

« And wt (ad miniſters of Fuſtice be. 


Aha 


Meditat. F. 


UT ſtaya while ; this thing would firſt be known * 


Can .70nab give himſelf, and not his own? 
Thar part to God, and to his Country this 
Pertains, ſo thata ſlender third is his. 
Why then ſhould 7ongb do a double wrong, 
To deal himſelf away, that did belong 
The leaft unto himſelf? or how could he 
Teach this [Thou ſhalt not kill] 1f Jonah be 
His life's own Butcher ? Whar, was this a deed 
That with the Calling he profeſt agreed? _ 
The purblind Age (whoſe works (almoſt Divine) 
Did meerly with the Oyl of Nature ſhine, 
That knew no written Law, nor Grace, nor God, 
To whiptheir Conſcience with ſtecly rod,) 
How much did they abhor ſo foul a Fa ? 
When (led by Natures glympſe) they made an AQ, 
Self-Murderers ſhould be deny'd to have 
The charitable honour of a Grave: 
Can ſuch do ſo, when Fonah does amiſs ? 
What Zonah, 1/'rels Teacher, and do this ? 

Fhe Law of Charity doth all forbid, 

In this thing to do that which 7onab. did; 
Moreo'r, 1n Charity, *Tis thy beheſt, 
Of dying men to think and ſpeak the beſt ; 
The __—_ Sampſon did as mach as this: 
And who dare fay that Sampſon did amils, 
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If Heavens high Spiritwhiſper'd in his ear 
Expreſs command to do't ? no wav'ring fear 
Drew back the righteous Abram's armed hand - 
From 1aac*s death, ſecur'd by Heav'ns command. 

Sure 15 the knot that true Religion ties, 
And Love that's rightly grounded never dies 3 
It ſeems a Paradox beyond belicf, 
That men 1n trouble ſhould prolong relief: 
Thar Pagans (to withſtand a Strangers Fate) 
Should be negle&ive of their own eſtate. 

Where is this love become in later age ? 
Alas! *ris gone in endleſs pilgrimage 
Fromhence, and never to return G doubt) 
Till revolution wheel thoſe times about : 
Chill Breaſts have ſtarv'd her here, and ſhe 1s driven 
Away; and with A4ſtrea fled to Heaven. 
Poor Charity, that naked Babe is gone, 
Her Honey's ſpent, and all her ſtore is done 3 
Her wingleſs Bees can find outne'r a bloom, 
And crooked Ate doth ufurp her room : 
Nepenthe's dry, and love can getno drink, 
And curs'd 4rdenne flows above the brink. 
Brave Mariners, the World your name ſhall hallow, 
Admiring that in you, that none dare follow : 
Your friendſhip's rare, and your converſion ſtrange 
From Pag'niſm to Zeal : A ſudden change! 
Thoſe men do now the God of Heaven implore, 
Thar bow'd to Puppets bur an hour before 3 
Their Zeal is fervent, (though but new begun) 
Before their Egg-ſhels were done off, they ran. 
As when bright Phebys in a Summer tide, 
(New riſen fromthe boſome of his Bride) 
Enveloped with miſty foggs, at length _ ; 
Breaks forth, diſplays the miſt, with Southern ſtrength 
Even fo theſe Mariners (of peerlefs mirror) 
Their faith being yeil'd _— the miſt of error, 

| 4 
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Art length their.zeal chac'd ignorance away, 
| They left their puppets and began to pray. 
Lord, *how unlimited are thy Contines, 
That ſiillpurſu'ſt man in his good defigns! 
Thy mercy's like the Dew of Hermon Hill, 
Or the like the Ointment, dropping downward ſtill 
From Aaron's head to beard; from beard to foot 
Sodo thy mercies drench us round about : 
Thy love 1s boundleſs; Thou art apt and free 
; To turn to Man, when Man returns to thee. 


* Wy THE ARGUMENT. 


| þ They caſt the Prophet over-board : 
$' The ſtormallay'd ;, they fear the Lord : 
WM * A mighty Fiſh him quick devours, 
i there he remained many hours. 


SECT. 'l. 


I Ven asa member, whoſe corrupted ſore 
Infeſts, and rankles, eating more and more, 
Threatning the Bodies loſs (if not prevented) 
The wiſe Chirurgion (all fair means attempted) 
Cuts off, and with adviſed skill doth chuſe 
- Toloſea part, than all the Bodyloſe ; 
Even ſo the feeble Saylors (that addreſs 
Their idle arms, where Heaven denies ſucceſs) 
Forbear their thrivelefs labours, and deviſe . 
To root that evil, from whence their harms ariſe : 
Treaſon 1s 1n their. thoughts, and in their ears 
Danger revives the old, and adds new fears: 
Their hearts grow fierce, and every ſoul applies 
T” abandon mercy from his tender eyes. 


They 
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They ceaſe attempt what Heav'n ſo long withſtood 

And bentto kill, their thoughts are all on klood : 

They whiſper oft, each word 1s Death's Alartn;- 

They hoyſt himup, each lends a bufte arm, 

And with united powers they intomb 

His out-caft Body in Thetis angry womb : 

Whereat grin) Neptune wip'd his foamy mouth, 

Held his tridented Mace upon the South : 

The winds were whiſt, the billows danc'd no more, 

The Storm allay'd, the Heaven left off to roar, 

The waves (obedient to their pilgrimage) 

Gave ready paſlage, and ſurceaſt their rage ; 

The Sky grew clear, and now the welcome light 

Begins to put the gloomy Clouds to flight : 

Thus all on ſudden was the Sea tranquil, 

. The Heav'ns were quiet, and the waves were ſtill, 
As when a friendly Creditor (to get 

A long forborn, and much concerned debt) 

Snll plies his willing Debtor with entreats, 

Importunes daily, daily thumps, and beats 

The batter'd port-holes of his tired ears 

Bedeafing him with what he knows, and hears ; 

The weary Debtor, to avoid the fight 

He loaths, - ſhifts here and there, and ev'ry night 

Seeks out Protection of another Bed, 

Yet ne*rtheleſs (purſu'd and followed) 

His earsare ſtill laid at with louder volly 

Of harder Diale&t 3 He melancholy 

Sirs down, and fighs, and after long fore-flowing, 

(T” avoid his preſence) pays him what isowing 3 

The thankful Creditor 15 now appeas'd, 

Takes leave, and goes away content and pleas'd : 

Even ſotheſe angry waves, with reſtleſs rage 

Accoſted 7onah 1n his pilgrimage, 

And thundred Judgment in his fearful ear, 

Preſenting H4bbybs to his guilty fear : 
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The waves roſe diſcontent, the Surges beat, 
'And every moment, deaththebillows threat? 

The weather-beaten Ship did every minute 

Await deftruRion, while he was1n it : 

Bur when his (long expe&ed) Corps they threw 
Into the Deep, a debt, (through treſpaſs, due) 
The Sea grew kind, and all her frowns abated, 
Her face was ſmooth to all that navigated. 

*T was ſinful 7onah made her ſtorm and rage, 
*Twas ſinful 7ozab did her ſtorm aſſwage. 

With that the Mariners aſtoniſht were, 

And fear'd Febovah with a mighty fear, 

Off”ring up Sacrifice with one accord, 
And vowing ſolemn vows unto the Lord. 
But he whoſe Word can make the Earths Foundation 
Tremble, and with his Word can make ceſlation, 
Whoſe wrath doth mount the Waves, and toſs the Seat 
And make them calm and ſmooth, when e'r he pleafe : 
This God, (whole mercy runs on endleſs wheel, 
And pulls (tke 7acob) Juſtice by the heel) 
Prepar'd a Fiſh, prepar'd a mighty Whale, 
Whoſe Belly was both priſon-houſe and Bail, 

For rerchleſs Jonah. As the two leaf*'d door 
Opens, to welcome home the fruitful ſtore, 
Wherewith the harveſt quits the Plowman's hope : 
Even ſo the Leviathan ſer ope 

His beam-like jaws, (prepar'd for ſuch a boon) 
And at a morſel ſwallowed 7onah down, 
; *Till dewy cheek'd Aurora's purple die 
Thrice dappled had the ruddy morning Skie, 
And thrice had ſpread the Curtains of the Morn, 
To let in Titan when the Day was born, 

Zonab was Tenant to hisliving Grave, 
Embowell'd deep in this ſtupendious Cave. 


Meditat. 
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Meditat, V1. 


O, Death 1s now, as always it hath been, 
The juſt procured ſtipend of our fin: 

Sin 15.4 golden Cauſey, and a Road | 
Garniſht with joys, whoſe paths are evenand broad, 
But leads at length ro death, and endleſs grief, 
To torments, and to pains withour relief, 
Juſtice fears none, bur maketh all afraid, 
And then fa!ls hardeſt, when 'tis moſt delaid. 
But thou reply'ſt, thy ſins are dally great, 
Yet thou fir'ſtuncontroul'd upon thy Scat; : 
Thy Wheat doth flouriſh, and thy Barns do thrive, 
Thy Sheep encreaſe, thy Sansareall alive, 
And thou art buxom, and haſt nothing ſcant, 
Finding no want of any.thing, but want 
Whilſt others, whom the ſquint-ey'd world counts holy, 
Sir ſadly drooping in a Melancholy, 
With brow dejetted, and down-hanging head, 
Or take of alms, or poorly beg their bread : 
But young man, know there 1s a Day of doom, 
The Feaſt 1s good, until the Reck'ning come, 
The time runs faſteſt, wheres leaſt regard, 
The ſtone thar's long in falling, falleth hard 3 
There 1s a dying Day, (thou proſp'rous Fool) 
When all thy laughter ſhall be turn'd ro Dole, 
Thy Robesto tort'ring plagues, and fell rormenting 5 
Thy whoops of joy, to howls of ſad lamenting 
Thy tongue ſhall yell, and yawl, and never ſtop, 
And wiſh a World to give for one poor drop 
To flatter thine intolerable pain ; 
The wealth of Pluto could not then obtain 
A minutes freedom from that hcll:ſh rour, 
Whoſe fire burns, and never goeth our : 
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Nor houſe, nor land, nor meaſur'd heaps of wealth, 
Can render to a dying man his health : 

Our life on Earthis like a thred of Flax, 

Thar all may touch, and being toucht it cracks, 

As whenan Archer ſhooterh for his ſport, 
Sometimes his Shaft is gone, ſometimes *tis ſhort, 
Somerimes o'th' left hand wide, ſometimes o'th' right, 
At laſt (through often trial) hits the White ! 

So Death ſometimes with her uncertain Rover 

Hirs ovr Snperiours and ſo ſhoots over : 

Sometimes for change She ſtrikes the meaner ſort, 
Strikes our Inferiours _ then comes ſhort) 
Sometimes upon the left hand wide She goes, 

And fo (ſtill wounding ſome) ſhe ſtrikes our Foes : 
And ſometimes wide upon the right hand bends, 
There with Imperial ſhafts ſhe ſtrikes our Friends; - 
Ar length (through often tryal) hits the White, 
And fo ſtrikes us into eternal night. 

Death 1s a Kalender compos'd by Fate, 

Concerning all men, never out of date: 

Her Days Dominical are writin blood : 

She ſhews more bad Days than She ſheweth good : 
She tells when days, and months, and-terms expire, 
Meavg'ring the lives of Morrtals by her ſquire. 

Death 1s a Purſuivant with Eagles wings, 

That knocks at poor mens doors, and Gates of Kings. 
Worldling, beware betime, Death ſculks behind thee, 
And as ſheleayes thee, ſo will Judgment find thee. 


THE 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


within the Bowels of the Fiſh 

Jonah laments in great anguiſh; 

God heard his Pray'r, at whoſe command 
The Fiſh diſgorg'd bim on the Land. 


SECT.FIl 
| Hen Fonah turn'd his faceto Heay'n, and pray'd 
| Within the Bowels of the Whale, and ſaid, 


. « 7:t;5*d out of my baleful miſery 
« Unto my God, and be bath heard my Cry; 
« From out the paunch of Hell 1 made a noiſe, 
« 4nd thou hat anſwer'd me, 'and heard my voice $ 
&« Into the Deeps and bottom thou haſt thrown me, 
. « Thy Surges and thy Waves have paſt upon me. 
&« Then Lord (ſaid 1) from thy refulgent ſight 
« 7 amexpel[d, 1am forſaken quite ; 
& Nay the leſs, while theſe my wretched eyes remain, 
« Unto thy Temple will 110k again. 
« The bozſtrous waters compaſt me abous, 
« My body threats to let her Pris ner out 3 
&« The boundleſs depth enclos'd me, (almoſt dead) 
« The weeds are wrapt about. my fainting headz - 
« 7 live on earth rejefied at thine hand ; 
« And.a perpetual Pros'ner 3n the Land; o——_ 
« Yet thAu;wilt cauſe my life t aſcend at length, . . 
« From out this Pit, O Lord, my God, my: flrengthz 
& when as my Soul was overwhelm'd and faint, 
& I bad recourſe to thee, did thee acquaint 
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& With the conditions of my woſul caſe, 
& My cry came to thee in thine holy Place. 
& Phoſo to vanities themſelves betake, 

« Renounce thy mercies, and thy love ſorſake ; 

&« To thee I'll ſacrifice in endleſs days ; 

« With voice of thanks, and ever ſounding praiſe, 
« 1H pay my vows, for all the World records 

<« ith one conſent, Salvation is the Lords. 


But he (whoſe word's a deed, whoſe breath'sa law, 
Whoſe juſt Command implies a dreadful awe, 

Whoſe Word prepar'd a Whale upon the Deep, 

To tend and wait for 7onab's fall, and keep 

His out-caſt Body ſafe, and'Soul ſecure 

This very God {whoſe mercy muſt endure, | 
When Heaven, and Earth, when Sea, and all things fail) 
Diſclos'd his purpoſe, and befpake the Whale 
Tore-deliver 7onah to his hand ; 

Whereat the Whale diſgorg'd him on rhe Land. 


i —_—_—X 
. 


Meditat. VII. 


|| Well record a holy Father ſays, 

« He teaches to deny that faintly prays: 

The ſuit ſurceaſes, when'defire fails, 

But whoſo prays with fervency, prevails 3 

For pray'r*s the Rey thar opes tif eternal gate, 

And finds admittance, whether earl' or late : 

It forces audience, 1t unlocks the ear | | 

Of Heavens great God, (though deaf) it makes him hear, 
Upon a time, Babel, Fehe World's fair Queen © 

Made drunk with choler, and enrag'&with Spleen) 

Through fell diſdain, derraigned war 'gainſt them 

Thar tender'd homage tor Feruſalem 3 
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A maiden fight it was, yet they were ſtrong 

As menof War, the Bartel lafted long, 

Much Blood was ſhed, and ſpilr on either fide, 
Thar all the ground with purple gore was dy'd : 

In fine, a Souldier of 7ernſalem, 
Chariſſa hight (the Almner of the Realm) 
Chill'd with an Ague, and unapt to fight, 

Into Fuſtitia's Caſtle took her flight, 

Whereat great Babe!s Queen commanded all 

To lay their Siege againſt the Caſtle wall 3 

But poor art > nor with war acquainted, 

Fearing Chariſſa's death, fell down, and fainted ; 
Dauntleſs Prudentza rear'd her from the ground, 
Where ſhe lay (pale and ſenſelefs) in a ſwound ; 
She rub'd her temples, and ar lengrh awaking 
She gave her water of F:d:ſſa's making, 

And faid, Chear up, (dear ſifter) though our foe 
Hath ta'n us Caprives, thus befieg'd with woe, 

We have a King puiifant, and of might, 

Will ſee us take no wrong, and do usright, 

If we poſſeſs himwith our ſad complaint : 

Cheer up, we'll ſend to him, and him acquaint. 
Tymiſſa (new awak'd from (wound) replies, 

Our Caſtle 15 begirt with enemies, 

And troops of armed men befiege our walls, 
Then ſurely death, or worſe than death befalls 
Toher, (who er ſhe) that ftirsa foor, 

Or raſhly daresatrempr to venture out 

Alas! whathope have we to find relict, 

And wanr themeans that may divulge our grief? 
Wirhin that place a jolly Matron dwell'd, - 
Whoſe looks were fixt and fad ; her left hand held 
A pair of equa] Balances ; her right 

A two-edg'd Sword; her eyes werequick and bright ; 
Notapt to ſquinr, butnimble to diſcern ; 

Her vifage lovely was, yet bold and fters ; 


Her 
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Her name 7uſtitia : to her. they make  , | 

Their moan, who well advis'd, them thus beſpake : 
Fair Maidens, more beloved than the light, 

T rue the ſuff*rance of your woful plight, _ 

But pity's fond alone, recures no grief, 

But fruitleſs falls, unleſs it yield relief. 

Cheer up, I have a.Meſſenger in ſtore, 

Whoſe ſpeed is much,. but faithful truſt is more ; 

Whoſe nimble wings ſhall cleave the flicting skies, 

And ſcorn the terrour of your Enemies; 

Oratio hight, well known unto your King, 

Your meſlage ſhe ſhall do, and tidings bring ; 

Provided that F:di/ſa travel with her, 

Andſo (on Chriſt's Name) let them go together. 
With that F:difz having ta'nher errant, 

And good Oratio with Zu{titia's warrant, 

In filence of the midnight took her flight, 

Arriving at the Court thart very night ; 

But they were both as flames of fire hot, 

For they did flie as ſift as Cannons ſhot : 

But they (leſt ſudden cold ſhould do them harm) 

Together clung, and keep each other warm : 

But now the Kingly Gates were ſparr'd and lockr, 

They call'd, but none made anſwer ; then they knockt 

Together joining both their force in one, 

They knockt again, yer anſwer there was none : 

Burt they that never learn'd to take denial, 

With importunity made further trial ; 

The King heard well, although he liſt not ſpeak, 

Till they with ſtrokes the Gate did well-migh break. 

In fine, the brazen Gates flew 'open wide: 

Oratio mov'd her ſuit; The King replide, 

Oratio was a fair and welcome Gueſt : 

So heard her ſuit, ſo granted. her requeſt. 

Frail man, obſerve; 1n thee the practice lies, 

Le ſacred Meditation moralize ; 
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Let pray'r be fervent, and thyfaith incire, 
And Heav'n at laſt will grant thee thy deſire. 


f me 


THE ARGUMENT. 
The ſecond time was Jonah ſent 
To Niniveh: now Jonah went - 


Againſt her crying ſas be cry'd, 
And her deſtruftion propheſ#d. 


SECT. VIIL. " RR 
Nce more the voice of Heavens high Commatider : 
{Like horrid claps of Heavens dividing thunder, 
Or like the fall of waters breach (the noiſe _ . 4 
Being heard far diſtant off) ſich was rhe voice) 


Came downfrom Heay'nto Zonah, new-born Man, ' | _ 
To re-baptized 7onah, and Spry Ahh 


* AmT a God ? orart thou ought but duſt? : 

© More than a man? or are my Laws unjuſt ? Be 6 

* Am T a God, and ſhall notI command? _ © /.* 

© Art thou a man, and dar'ſt my Laws withſtand ? .**,_. 

t Shall I (che motion of whoſe breath ſhall cake *' * | 

© Both Earth, andSea, and Hell, and Heaven quake} 

© By thee (fond man) ſhall Ibe thus negleed, 

* And thy preſumption "Icape uncorreted,? 

< = faith hath ſay'd thee (foldb :) Sinno more, 

* Leſt worſe things happen after, than before: 

© Ariſe ; letaall thy aſlembled pow'rs agree 

© Todo th". Emibaflage I impoſe on thee ; 

* Trifleno more and to avoid my fight, 

* Think not*o bauſk me with a ſecond flight, 

© Ariſe, and go t6 Ninzveh (the great) | | 

* Where Broods of Ks > haye ta'n up rheir Seat ? the 
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« The great Queen Regent Mother of the Land, 

£ That multiplies in people like the ſand ; 

« Away with wings of time, (Fl not eſioin thee) 

£ Denounce thoſe fiery judgments, I enjoyn thee. 
Like as a Youhgling that ts ſchool js ſenr 

Scarce weaned from his Mothers blandiſhment, 

(Where he was cocker'd witha ſtroking hand) 

With ſtubborn keart deities the juſt command 

His Tutor wills 3' but being ofice corrected, 


His home-bred ſtomich's cutb'd, or quite eje&ed : 


His crooked nature's chang'd, and mollifi'd, 

And humbly ſeeks whar ſtoutly he denr'd : 

So 7onah's ſtout, perverſe, and ſtubborn heart 
Washardned once, but when it felt the ſmart 

Of Heav'ns avetging wrath, it ſtraight diſſolv'd ; 
"And wha? it once: aygided,, now reſ61v'd 6p 
T” effe& with {peed and with a careful hand, 


Fully repletiſh a. i Jils Lords Corficatid, | 


To Ninzveh heflieth like a Roe, 


Each ſtep the other. ſtriygsto overgo : _' , 
And as a Au he ak does file, © 
So (bento flight), flies he to Ninivehs” © 
Now Nznzveh a mighty City was, | 
Which all the Ciries of the World did paſs 3 
A City whict'o' all the reſt. aſpires 
Like midnight Phab: 'mongſt theleſſer fites :* | 
A. Ciry which (although to men was given) © 
Better beſeem'd the Majeſty of Heaven: . 
A City great to God, whoſe ample Wall, ©: * - 
Who undertakes to mete' with paces, ſhaff , | 
Bring Phebws thrice to Bed, C're irbe done, 
(Athough with dawning Heſpervs begun.) | 
When 7onas hath approacht the City Gate, 
He made no ſtay to rei nor yet to bate, 
No ſupple Oyl his fainting head anoints, 
Stays not to bathe his weather-beateti Joynts, * 
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Nor ſmooth'd his Countenance, nor ſlick'd his Skin, 

Nor craved he the Hoſtage of an Inn, 

To eaſe his aking Bones (wirh travel fore ;) 

But went as ſpeedy as he fled before: 

The Cities greatneſs made him not refuſe 

To be the Trump of that unwelcome news 

His rongue was great with ; but (like thunders noiſe) 

His mouth flew ope, and out there ruſhra voice. 
When dewy-cheek'd Aurora ſhall diſplay 

Her golden locks, and ſummon up the day 

Twice twenty times, and reſt ber drowſie head 

Twice twenty nights, i* aged Tithons Bed, 

Then Niniveh, this place of high renown, 

Shall be deftroy'd, and ſack'd, aud batter'd down. 
He fare not downto take deliberation, 

What manner people were they, or what Nation, 

Or Gent', or Salvage; nor did he enquire 

What place were moſt convenient for a Crier 3 

Nor like a ſweet-lipt Orator did ſteer, 

Or tune his Language to the peoples ear; 

Burt bold, and rough, yer full of Majeſty, 

Lift up his trumpet, and beganto cry, 

When forty times Don Phoebus ſhall fulfil 

His 7ournal courſe upon th* Olympian Bll, 

Then Niniveh (the worlds great wonder) ſhall 

Startle the worlds Foundation with her Fall. 

The diſmal Prophet ſtands nor to admire 

The Cities pomp, or peoples quaint attire 3 

Nor yet (with fond affe&ion) doth he pity, 

Tir approaching downfal of ſo bravea City, 

But dauntlefs he his dreadful voice extends, 

Reſpe&leſs, whomthis bolder cry offends 3 
When forty days ſhall be. expir'd, and run, 

And that poor #nch of time drawn out, and done, 

Then Niniveh (the Worlds Imperial Throne) 


Shall not be leſt a ſtone upon 4 ſtone. 
D 2 Meditat. 
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Meditat. VIII 


UT ſtay! Is God like one of us? Can he 
When he hath ſaid it, alter his Decree ? 
Can he thats the God of Truth diſpenſe 
With what he vow'd ? or offer violence 
Upon his ſacred Juſtice ? Can his mind 
Revolt at all, or vary like the wind? 
How comes this alteration then, thathe 
Thus limiting th' effect of his Decree 
Upon th' expiring date of forty days, 
He then performs it not ? Bur ſtill delays 
His plagues denounc'd, and judgment ſtill forbears, 
And ſtead of forty days gives many years? 
Yetforty days, and Niniveh ſhall periſh 
Yet forty years, and Niniveh doth flouriſh : 
A change n man's infirm, in God *tis ſtrange 
In God to change his Will, and will a Change, 
v8 Are divers things: When he repents from ill, 
TS He wills a Change ; he changes not his Will ; 
iÞ4 The Subje&'s chang'd, which ſecret was to us, 
[WG Bur not the mind that did diſpoſe it thus ; 
Denounced Judgment God doth oft prevent, 
But neither changes counſel, nor intent ; 
The voice of Heavendothſeldom threar perdition, 
- But with expreſs, or an impli'd Condition, 
Sothat, if Ninzv6h return from 111, 
| God turns his hand, he dorh not turn his Will. 
: The ſtint of Ninzveh was forty days, 
| To change the biaſs of her crooked ways 
; To ſome the time is large 3 to others ſmall; 
To ſome *'tis many years 3 And not at all 
{ Toothersz Some an hour-have, and ſome 
ly: | Have ſcarce a minute of their time to come : 
[i FO Thy 
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Thy ſpan of life (Malfdo) is thy ſpace 


To call for mercy, and to cry for grace. 

Lord! whatis man, but ike a Worm that crawls, 
Open to danger every foot that falls ? | 
Death creeps (unheard) and ſteals abroad (unſeen,) 
Her Darts are ſudden, and her Arrows keen ; 
Uncertain when, bur certain ſhe will ſtrike ; 
ReſpeRing King and Beggar both alike ; 

The ſtroke is deadly, come it ſoon or late, 
Which once being ſtruck, repenting's out of date ; 
Death 15 a minute, full of ſudden ſorrow : 

© Then live to day, as thou may'ſt dye to morrow. 


THE ARGUMENT. . 


The Ninivites believe the word, 

Ther hearts return unto the Lord ; 

In him they put thezy only truſt : 

They mourn in Sackcloth, and in duſt. 


SECT. 1% 


O ſaid, the Ninzvites believ'd the Word, 
Believed Jonah, and believ'd the Lord; 
They made no pauſe, nor jeſted atthe news, 
Nor ſleighted it, becauſe it wasa Jew's 
Denouncement : No, nor did their gazing eyes 
(As taken captive with ſuch novelyes\ > _ 
Admire the ſtrangers garb, ſo quaint to theirs, 
No idle chat poſleſs'd their itching ears 
The whilſt he fpake : nor were their tongues onfire 
To rail upon, nor interruptthe Crier: 
Nor did they queſtion whether true the Meſlage, 
Or falſe the Prophet were, that brought th — 
D 3 | 
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| Bur they gave faith rowhat he ſaid ; relented, 
[ And (changing their miſ-wandred ways) repented: 
l Before the ſearching Air could cool his word, 
| Their hearts returned, and believ'd the Lord ; 
{ And they, whoſe dainty lips werecloy'd while-ere 
| j With cates, and viands, and with wanton chear, 
i Do now enjoyn their palates not to taſte 
Ti The offal bread 3 (for they proclaim'da Faſt) 
1778 And they, whoſe looſer Bodies once did lye 
Wrapt up in Robes, and Silks of Princely Dye, 
Lo now, inſtead of Robes, in rags they mourn, 
And all their Silks do into Sackcloth turn : 
They read themſelves fad LeAures on the ground, 
Learning to want, as well as to abound ; 
The Prince was not exempted, nor the Peer, 
Nor yet the richeſt, nor the pooreſt there ; 
The old man was not freed, (whoſe hoary Age 
Had ev'n almoſt outworn his Pilgrimage) 
Nor yet the young, whoſe Glaſs (but new begun) 
By courſe of Nature had an Age to run. 
For when that Fatal Word came to the King, 
vl. (Convey'd with ſpeed upon the nimble wing 
"F Of flitting Fame) he ſtraight diſmounts his Throne, 
| Forſakes his Chair of State he fate upon, 
Diſrob'd his Body, and his Head diſcrown'd, 
| In duſt and afhes, grov'ling on the ground, 
| And when he rear'd his trembling Corps again, 
(His hair all filthy with theduſt he lay mn) 
He clad in penfive Sackcloth did depoſe 
Himſelf from State Imperial, and choſe 
To live a Vaſſal, or a baſer thing, 
Thanto uſurp the Scepter of a King; 
(Reſpe&leſs of his pomp) hequite forgate 
He was a Monarch, mindleſs of his Stare, 
Re neither ſoughtto rule, or be obey'd, | 
Nor with kis Sword, nor with the Scepter ſway'd. 
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Meditate. IX, 


F faſting then the thing that God requires ? 
Can faſting expiare, or ſlake thoſe fires 
That fin hath blown to ſuch a mighty flame? 
Can Sackcloth clothe a fault, or hide a ſhame ? 
Can aſhes cleanſe thy blot ? or purge thy offence? 
Or do thy hands make Heaven a recompence, 
By ſtrowing duſt upon thy briny face ? 
Are theſe the tricks to purchaſe heayenly Grace ? ' 
No, though thou pine thy ſelf with willing want; 
Or face look thin, or Carkaſs ne*r fo gaunt ; 
Although thou worſer weeds. than Sackloth wear, 
Or naked go or ſleep in ſhirts of hair ; 
Or though thou chuſe an Aſh-rub for thy Bed, 
Or make a daily Dunghil on thy Head; 
Thy labour is not pois'd with equal gains, 
For thou haſt nought but labour for thy pains : 
Such holy madnefs God rejetts, and loaths, 
That ſinks no deeper than the skin or cloaths : 
'Tis not thine eyes which (taughtro weep by art) 
Look red with tears, (nor guilty.of thy heart) 
'Tis not the holding of thy hands ſp high, 
Nor yet the purer ſquinting of chine eye; | 
*T1s not your mimick mouth, your anrick faces, 
Your Scripture phraſes, or affe&ed Graces, 
Your prodigal up-banding of your eyes, 
Whoſe gaſtful Balls do ſeem to pelt theskies z 
*T1s not the ſtri& reforming of your hair 
So cloſe, thatall the neighbouring skull is bare : 
"Tis not the drooping of thy head fo low, 
Nor yet the lowring of thy ſullen hrow, 
Nor wolviſh howling that diſturbs the Air, 
Nor repetitions, or your _— prayer 3 
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No, no, *tis none of- this, that God regards ; 
Such ſort of fools their own applauſe rewards 3 
Such puppet-plays to Heaven are ſtrange and quaint, 
Their ſervice is unſweet, and foully taint; 

Their words fall fruitleſs from their idle brain, 
But true repentance runs in otffer ſtrain : 

Where ſad contrition harbours, there the heart 
Is truly acquainted with the ſecrer ſmart 

Of paſt offences, hates the boſom ſin 

The moſt, which moſt the ſoul took pleaſure in. 
No crime unfitted, no fin unpreſented 

Can lurk unſeen, and ſeen, none unlamented ; 
The troubled Soul's amaz'd with dire aſpe&s 

Of leſſer fins committed and detets = 

The wounded Conſfaence ; it cries atnain 

For mercy, mercy, cries, and cries again ; 

It ſadly grieves, and gwen laments ; 

Ir yerns for , reforms, returns, repen 

I, as is re xv accepted favour -thy 
Mounts up the Heavenly Throne, and findeth favour ; 
T, this is 1t, whoſe valour never fails, 

Wirth God it ſtqutly wraſtles, and prevails : 

T, this1s it that pierces Heavenabove, 

Neyer returning home (like Noah's Dove) 

Bur brings an olve leaf, or ſome encreaſe, 

That works Salvation, and Eternal Peace, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The Prince and People faſts, and prays : 
God heard, acceptid, lik'd their ways 3 
Upon their timely true repentance, 

God reverſt, and chang'd his Sengencee 


SECT. X.. 


Hen ſuddenly with holy zeal enflam'd, 
He caus'd a general Actto be proclaim'd, 
By ſage advice, and counſel of his Peers ; 
«Let neither man, or child, of youth, or years, 
« From greateſt in the City, to theleaſt, 
« Nor Herd, nor pining Flock, nor hungry Beaſt, 
© Nor any thing that draweth Air, or Breaxh, 
© On forfeiture of life, or preſent death, 
© Pretume to taſte of nouriſhment, or food, 
© Or move their hungry lips to.chew the cud 
© From out their eyes let Springs of warter burſt, 
© With tears (or nothing) let them ſlake their thirſt: 
© Moreo'r, let every man (whar e'r he be 
* Of higher quality, or low degree, 
© D' off all they wear, (excepring but the ſame 
© That Nature craves, and that which covers ſhame) 
© Their nakedneſs with Sackcloth let them hide, 
© And muethe Veſtmentsof their ſilken pride 3 
« And letthe brave carriering Horſe of War, 
« (Whoſe rich Capariſons, and Trappings are 
© The glorious Wardrobe of a Vittors ſhow) 
5 Let him diſrobe, and put on Sackcloth too; 
$ The Oxe (ordain'd for yoke) the Aſs (for load) 


* The Horſe (as well for Race, as for the Road) * o_ 
| e 
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« The fruitful Kine, and every kind of Neat, 

© Letall put Sackclath on, and ſpare no voice, 

© But cryaloudto Heaven with mighty noiſe ; 

© Let all men turn the Bias of their ways, 

© And change their fiercer hands to force of praiſc : 
© For who can tell if God (whoſe angry face 


- © Hath long been waining from us) will embrace | 


© This ſlendeFpitrance of onr beſt endeavour ? 

© Who knows if God will his intent perſevere ? 

© Or who can tell, if he (whoſe tender love - 

© Tranſcends his ſharper Juſtice) will remove 

* And change his high Decree, and turn his Sentence 
© Upon a timely and unfeign'd repentance ? 

© And whocan tell, if Heavenwill change the Lot, 

© That we and ours way live, and periſh not ? 

So Ga perceiv'd their works, and ſaw their ways, 
Approv'd the faith, that in their works did blaze, 
Approv'd their faith, approv'd their works the rather 
Becauſe their faith and works went both together ; 
He ſaw their faith, becauſe their faith abounded ; 

He ſaw their works, becauſe on faith they grounded 3 
He ſaw their faith, their works, and fo relented ; 
Happrov'd their works, their faith, and forepented; 
Repented of the plagues they apprehended; 
Repented of the evil that he intended 3 

So God the vengeance of his hand withdrew, 

He taok no forfeiture, although *twere due, 

The evil, that once he meant, he now forgot, 
Cancell'd the forfeit Bond, and did it not. 


Mqditat. X. 


EE, into whar an ebb of low eftate 
I The Soul that ſecks tobe regenerate 


Muſt 
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Muſt firſt deſcend, before the Ball rebound, 

It muſt be thrown with force againſt the ground ; 
The ſeed encreaſes not in fruitful ears, 

Nor canſhe rear the goodly ſtalk ſhebears, 

Unleſs beſtrow'd upon a mould of earth, 

And made more glorious by a ſecond birth 3 
Soman, before his widom can bring forth 

The brave exploits of truly noble worth, 

Or hope the granting of his ſins remiſſion, 

He muſt be humbl'd firſt in ſad contrition. 

The plant (through want of skill, or by negled) 
If jt be planted fromche Suns reflec, 

Or lack the dew of feaſonable ſhowers, 

Decays, and bearcth neither fruit nor flowers : 
So wretched man, if hiis repentance hath 

No quickning Sun-ſhine of a lively Faith, 

Or not bedew'd with ſhow'rs of rimely tears, 

Or works of mercy, (wherein Faith appears) 

His prayers, and deeds, and all his forced grones 
Arelike the howls of Dogs, and works of Drones. 
The wiſe Chirurgion, (firſt by letting blood) 
Weakens. his Patient e're he does him good 3 
Before the Soul cana true comfort find, 

The Body muſt be proſtrate 3 and the mind 
Truly repentive, and contrite within, 

And loath the fawning of a boſome ſin. 

But Lord ! Can man deſerve? Or can his beſt ' 
Do Juſtice equal right, which he tranſpreſt ? - 
When Duſt and Afhes mortally offends, 

Can Duſtand Afhes make eternal mends ? 

Is Heaven unjuſt ? Muft not the recompence 
Be full equivalent to the offence ? 

What mends by Mortal man can then be given 
To the offended Majeſty of Heaven ? _ 

O Mercy! Mercy ! on thee my Soul reltes, 
On thee we build our faith, we bend our eyes 3 
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4p fil ſt my empty ſtrain, thou fill'ſt my tongue 3 
- hou arr the ſubjeft of my Swan-like Song 3 

Like pinion'd pris'ners at the dying Tree, 

Our lingring hopes attend and wait on thee ; 

(Arraign'd at Juſtice Bar) prevent our doom : 

To thee with joyful hearts we-chearly come 

Thou art our Clergy 3 Thou that deareſt Book, 

Wherein our fainting eyes defire to look 3 

In thee, we truft to read (what will releaſe us) 

In bloody CharaGters, that Name of JESUS. 

"What ſhall we then return the God of Heaven ? 

Where nothing is (Lord) nothing can be given ; 

Our Souls, our Bodies, ſtrength, and all our powrs, 

(Alas!) were all too little, were they ours: 

Or ſhall we burn (until our life expires) 

An endleſs Sacrifice in holy fires ? 

My Sacrifice fhall be my heart intire, 

My Chriſt tne Altar, and my Zeal the Fire, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Prophet diſcontented prays 

To God, that he would end his days; 
God blames his wrath ſo unrepreſt, 
 Keproves his maduis'd requeſt. 


SECT. Xh 


UT this diſpleafing was in Zonah's eyes, 
His heart grew hot, his blood began to riſe, 
'His eyes did ſparkle, and his teeth ſiruck fire, 
*** ans did boil, his heart was full of ire: 


 /Ar aft brake forth into a ſtrange requeſt, 
@ Theſe words he pray'd, and mumb['d outthe ref : Pi 
E Juv ME 
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* Was nor, O was not this my chought (O Lord) 
© Before I fled ? Nay, was not this my word, 
* The very word my jealous language vented, 
* When this miſhap might well have been prevented 
* Was there, O was there not a juſt ſuſpeR, 
* My preaching would procure this effect ? 
© Fof Lord, I knew of old, thy tender love; 
© I knew the pow'r, thou gav'ſi my tongue, would move 
* Their adamantine hearts; I knew 'twould thaw 
© Their frozen ſpirits, and breed relenting aw z 
*I knew (great God) upon their true repentance 
* That thou determin'dſt co reverſe thy ſentence 3 
© For well I knew thou wert a gracious God, 
* Of long forbearance, flow to uſe the Rod 3 
©] knew, the power of thy Mercies bent 
« The ſtrength of allthy other works ourwem 3 
© I knew thy tender kindneſs, and howloth 
© Thou wert to puniſh, and how flow to wrath : 
© Turning thy Judgments, and thy Plagues preventing z 
* Thy mind reverſing, and of ev'l repenting 3 
© Therefore (O therefore) upon this perſwaſion 
© T fled ro Tarſhiſh, there to make evaſion, 
© To fave thy credit (Lord) to ſave mine own: 
© For when this blaſt of zeal is overblown, 
* And Sackclorh left, and they ſurceale to mourn, 
© When they (like dogs) ſhall to their voir curry, 
* They'll vilipend thy ſacred Word. and icoff it, 
« Saying, wasthar a God, or thisa Propher? 
© They'll ſcornthy judgments, and thy threats defpiſe, 
* Andcall thy Prophets, Meſſengers of lies. 
© Now therefore (Lord) bow down attentive ear, 
© For ah! my burthen's more thantleſh can beat : 
* Make ſpeed (O Lord) and banthh all dclays 
5 T' extinguiſhnow the Taper of my days : 
© Ler not the winutes of my time extend, 
* But ler my ſtretched hours find an end : 
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© Ler not my fainting ſpirit longer ſtay 
© In this frail Manfion of diſtemper'd Clay 
© The thred's but weak my life depends upon, 
© Ocut that thred, and let my life be done : 
© My breaſt ſtands fair, ſtrikethen, and ſtrike again 3 
< For nought but dying can aſſwage my pain: 
© O mayI rather die than live in ſhame ; 
© Better it1sto leave, and yield the game, 
© Thantoll, for whar, at length, muſt needs be loſt 3 
< O kill me, for my heart is fore imboſt : 
© This latter boon unto thy ſervant give, 
< For better 'tis for me to die than live. 
So wretched Zonah. But Fehovah thus : 
© What boots it ſo to ſtorm outragious ? 
© Becomes it thus my Servant's heart to ſwell ? 
© Can anger help thee, Zongh, doſt thou well ? 


Meditat. XI 


LS W poor a thing is Man! How vain's his mind! 
How ſtrange! how baſe ! and wav'ring like the wind! 
How uncouth are his ways ! hor full of danger! 

How to himſelf, is he himſelf a ſtranger! : 

His heart's corrupt, and all his thoughts are vain 3 

His a&ions ſinful, and his words prophane 3 

His will's deprav'd, his ſenſes are beguil'd, 

His reaſon's dark, his members all defil'd 3; 

His haſty feet are ſwift and prone to 1llz 

His guilty hands are ever benttokill ; 

His rongue's a ſpunge of venome, (or of worſe) 

His practice 1s to (wear, his skill ro curſe; 

His eyes are fire-balls of luftful fire, 

And outward helps to inward foul defire 

His Body is a well erected ſtation, 

Bur full of folly and corrupted paſſion: 
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Fond love, and raging luſt, and fooliſh fears ; 
Griefs overwhelmed with 1mmoderate tears ; 
Exceſſive joy prodigious deſire; 

Unholy anger, red and hot as fire ; 

Theſe daily clog the Soul, thar's faſt in priſon, 

From whoſe encreaſe this luckleſs brood 1s riſen, 

Reſpe&leſs Pride, and luſtful idleneſs, 

Baſe ribauld talk, and loathiom Drunkennefſs, 

Faithleſs Deſpair, and vain Curiofity : 

Both falſe, yer double-tongu'd Hypocriſie 3 

Soft flattery, and haughry-ey'd Ambition 

Heart-gnawing hatred, and ſquint-ey'd Suſpicion 3 

Selt-eating Etrvy, envious DetraRion, . 

Hopeleſs diſtruſt, and too too ſad DejeRtion 3 * 

Revengeful Malice, helliſh Blaſphemy, 

Idolatry, and light Inconftancy 3 

Daring Preſumption, wry-mouth'd Deriſion, 

Damned Apoſtafie, fond Superſtition. 

What heedful watch? Ah what continual ward ? 
How great reſpe&, and hourly regard | 
Stands man in hand to havez when ſuch a brood 
Of furzous hell-hounds ſeek to ſuck his blood ? 
Day, night, and hour, they rebel, and wraſtle ; 
And never ceaſe, till they ſubdue rhe Caſtle. 

How ſlight a thing is man? how frail and brittle ? 
How ſeeming great 15 he ? how truly little? 

Within the boſome of his holieſt works, 

Some hidden Embers of old 44am lurks, 

Which oftentimes in men of pureſt ways, 

Burſt out in flame, and for a ſeaſon blaze. G 
Lord, teach our hearts, and give our ſouls dire&io 
Subdue our paſſions, curb our ſtout affetttons ; 
Nip thou the Bud before the bloom begins : 
Lord ſhield thy ſervants from preſumpruous fins. 


THE 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


A Booth for ſhelter Jonah made z 

God ſent a Gourd for better ſhade 3 
But by the next approaching light, 
God ſent a Worm conſum'd it quite. 


SECT. XIL. 


Q? 7onah (fore oppreſt and heavy-hearted) 
From-our the Cities Circuit ſtraight departed, 
Departed to the Eaſtern Borders of i, «+ 
Where ſick with anguiſh fate this ſullen Propher, 
He built a Booth, and inthe Booth he fate, 

(Until ſome few Days had expir'd their date, 

With over-tedious pace), where he might ſee 
What would betide to threatned Niniveh. 

A trunk that wanteth ſap, 1s ſoon decay'd; _.. 
The ſlender Booth of Boughs and Branches made; 
Soon yielding to the Suns conſuming Ray, 
Crumbled to duſt, and: early dry'd away: 
Whereat the great 7ehovah {pake the word, 

And over 7onab's head thcre ſpranga Gourd, 
Whoſe roots were fixt within the quickning Earth, 
Which gave itnourt{hment, as well as Birth: 
God raifed up a Gourd, a Gourd ſhould laſt, 

Let Wind, or ſcorching Sun, ar blow, or blaſt; 

A;Coals of fire, rak'd up in embers, Iye 
Obſcure, and undiſcerned by the eye ; 

- But being ſtirr'd, regain a glimm'ring light, 
Revive, and glow, burning afreſh, and bright: 
So 7onah *gan to chear through this relicf, 

And joyful was, devoided all his grief, 
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He joy'd to ſee thatGod had not forgor 

His drooping ſervant, and forſook him not; 

He joy'd, in hope the Gourd ſtrange wonder, will 

Perſwade the People, he's a Prophet ſtill : 

The freſh aſpe& did much refreſhhis fight ; 

The herbal favour gave his ſenſe delight : , 

Thus 7onah much delighted in his Gourd, 
"Enjoy'd the pleaſures that ir did afford. 

Bur, Lord ! What earthly thing can long remain? 

How momentany are they ! and how -vain! 

How vain 1s Earth, that man delighted in it! 

Her pleaſures riſe, and vaniſh in a minit : 

How fleeting are the joys we find below, 

Whoſe tides (uncertain) oftner ebb, than flow! 

For ſee! this Gourd (that was fo fair and ſound) 

Is quite conſum'd and eaten to the ground 

No ſooner Titan had up-heav'd his head 

From off the pillow of his ſaffron bed, 

But Heaven prepar'd a filly, filly worm, 

(Perchance brought thither by an Eaftern ſtorm) 

The worm that muſt obey, and well knew how, 

Conſum'd the Gourd, norleft it root nor bough; 

Conſum'd it ftraight within a minutes ſpace, 

Left nought, bur (fleeping) 7onas 1n the place. 
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$ is HE pleaſures of the World (which ſoon abate) 
Are lively Emblems of our own eſtate, 


Which (like a Banquet at a Fun'ral ſhow) 
But (veeten grief, and ſerve to flatter wo, 

Pleaſure is fleeting ſtill, and makes no ſtay, 
It lends a frhile or twain, and ſteals away. 

Man's life ts fickle, full of winged haſte, 


It mocks the ſenſewith joy, and ſoon does waſte : 
6 E _ _Phafire 
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Pleaſure does crown thy youth, and lulls thy wants ; 
Bur (fullen age apprbaching) ſtraight avaunts. 
Man's life 1s joy, and forrow ſeeks to baniſh, 
It doth lament and mourn in Age, and vaniſh. 
The time of pleaſures, like the life of Man 
Both joyful, both contained ina = ; 
Both highly priz'd, and both on ſudden loft ; 
When moſt we truſt them, they deceive us moſt, 
What fir of madnefs makes us love them thus ? 
We leave our lives, and pleaſure leaverh us : 
Why, what js pleaſure? but a golden dream, 
Which (waking) makes our wants the more extream. 
And what is life ? A bubble full of care, : 
Which (prickt by death) ſtraight emptiesinto Air: 
The flowers (clad in afar more rich array, 
Than e'r was Solomon) do ſoon decay 
What thing more ſweet, or fairer than a flower ? 
And yet it blooms and fades within an hour 3 
What greater pleaſure than a rifing Sun ? 
Yet 1s this pleaſure every Evening done: 
Bur thou art Heir to Crefizs, and thy treaſure 
Being great and endleſs, endleſs 1s thy pleaiure : 
But thou (thou Creſ# Heir) conſider muſt, 
Thy wealth, and thou, came from, and goes to duſt: 
Another's noble, and his Name is great, 
And takes his place upon a lofty Sear 3 
True *tis, bur yer his many wants are ſuch, 
That better 'twere he were not known ſo much. 
Another binds his Soul in Hymens knor, 
His Spouſe js chaſte, unblemiſhe with a ſpot 3 
But yet his comfort 1s bedaſhr and done 
His grounds areſtockr, and now he wants a Soni. 
How fickle and unconftant's man's eftare ! 
Man fain would have, butthen he knows not what : 
And having, rightly knows not how to prize it, 
But like that fooliſh Dunghil-Cock, employs it, n 
uf 
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But whodefires to live a life content, 

Wherein his Cruiſe of joy ſhall ne'r be ſpenc, 
With fierce purſuit let him that good deſire, 
Whoſe date no change, no fortune can expire. 
For that's not worth the craving to obtain 

A happineſs that muſt be loſt again. 

Nor that, which moſt do covet moſt, 1s beſt; 
Beſt are the goods, mixt with contented reſt. 
Gaſp not for honour, wiſh no blazing glory, 

For theſe will periſhin an Ages Story 3 

Nor yet for power; power may be cary'd 

To fools, as well as thee, that haſt deſerv'd : 

_ Thirſt not for Lands nor Money ; wiſh for none 3 
For wealth is neither laſting, nor our own: 
Riches are fair enticements to deceive us, 

They flatter, while we live, anddying, leaye us. 


——_— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Jonah deferes to dye, the Lord 
Rebukes him, he maintains bis word 3 
His anger he doth juſtifie, 

God pleads the cauſe for Niniveh. 


A—_— 


. 


SECT. XI1L 


WW Hen ruddy Phebus had with morning light 
Subdu'd the Eaſt, and pur the Stars to flight. 
Heav'ns hand prepar'd a fervent Eaſtern Wind, 
Whoſe droughttogether with the Sun combin'd, 
The one as Bellows blowing tr others fire, 
With ſtrong united force did both conſpire 
To make afſlault-upon the fainting head 
Of helpleſs Zonab, that was well-nigh dead, 

| E 2 Who 
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Who turning oft, and toſſing to and fro, 
(As they that are in torment uſe to do) 


-And (reſtleſs) finding no ſacceſs of eaſe, 


But rather that his tortures ſtill encreaſe ; 

His ſecret paſſion to his Soul berraid, 
Craving no ſweeter boon than-death, and ſaid, 
© O kill me (Lord) or lo my heart will rive, 

© For better 'tis for me to die, than live. 

So ſaid, the Lord did interrupthis paſſion, 

Andſaid, © How now, 1s this a ſeemly faſhion ? 

« Doth it become my ſervant's heart to ſwell ? 

© Can anger help thee ? Fonah, doſt thou well ? 

© Is this a'fit ſpecch ? or a well-plac'd word ? 

© What art thos-angry ( F#nah) for a Gourd ? 

© What if th' Arabians with their ruder train, 

© Had kill'd thine-Oxen, and thy Cattel ſlain? 

© What if conſuming fire (fall'n from Heaven) 

© Had all thy ſervants of their life bereaven, 

© And burnt thy ſheep? What if by ſtrong oppreſſion 
© The Chaldres had uſurp'd unjuſt poſſeſſian 

< Upon thy Camels ? Or had Borzas blown 

© His full-mouth'd blaſt and caſt thy kouſes down, - 
« And ſlain thy Sons amid their jollnries ? 

© Or hadſt thou loſt thy Vineyard full of trees ? 

© Hadſt thou been raviſh'd of thine only ſheep, 

© That in thy tender boſofr« us'd to ſleep ? 

© How would thy haſty ſpirit then been ſtirr'd, 

<If thou artangry, Jonah, for a Gourd ? 

To which thus Jonah vents his 1dle breath, 

© Lord, I dowell to vex unto the death; 

© I fear not toacknowledgeand profeſs. 

« Deſerved rage, I'mangry, I confeſs : 

« 'Twould make a ſpirit that is thorow frozen, 

« To blaze like flaming pitch, and fry like Rozen : 
« Why doſt thon ask.that thing that thou canſt rel] ? 
Thou know'ſt Fm angry, and 't beſecms mee well. F 
DICLs 530 
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So ſaid, the Lord to onah thus beſpake 3. 
©Doſt thou bemoan, and ſuch compaſſion take 
* Upon a Gourd 3 whoſe ſeed thou didſt not ſow, 
© Nor move thy bufie hands to make it grow : 
* Whoſe beauty ſmall, and value was but ſlight, 
* Which ſprang,as alſo periſht ina night ? 
* Hadſt thou (O duſt and afhes) ſuch a care, 
* Such inbred-pity a trifling plant to ſpare ? 
© Hadfſt thou (O hard and incompaſſionarte, 
* To wiſh the razing of ſo brave a State) 
* Hadſi thou (I ſay) compatiſion to bewail 
© The extirpation of a Gourd ſo frail? 
* And ſhall not I (that am the Lord of Lords) 
*Whoſe Fountain's never dry, but ſtill affords 
* Sweet ſtreams of mercy, with a freſh ſupply, - 
* To thoſe thar thirſt for grace : What ſhall not T 
© That am the God of mercy, and have fworn 
* To pardon Sinners whenſoe'r they turn? 
* (I fay) ſhall I diſclaim my wonted pity, 
* And bring to ruine ſach a goodly City, 
* Whoſe hearts (ſo truly penirent) implore me, 
* Who day and night pour forth their ſouls before me ? 
* Shall I deſtroy the mighty Niniveh, 
* Whoſe people arelike Sands about the Sea ? 
©*Mong which are fixſcore thouſand Babes (art leaſt) 
© That hang upon their tender Mothers breaſt, 
© Whoſe pretty ſmiles could never yet deſcry 
© The dear affe&ion of their Mothers eye ? 
* Shall I ſubvert, and bring to deſolation 
*ACity (nay, more aptly rerm'd a Nation) 
* Whoſe walls boaſt leſs their beauty than their might? 
* Whoſe heartsare ſorrowful, and ſouls contrite ? 
* Whoſe Infants are in number ſo amonnting ? 
© And beaſts, and cartel endleſs, without counting ? 
* What, 70xab, ſhall a Gourd ſo move thy pity ? 
* And ſhall nor I ſpare ſuch a goodly City ? 
E 3 Aeditat. 
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Meditatio ultima. 


Y heart is full, my vent is too too ſtrait. 
My tongue's too truſty to my poor concelt 3 
My mind's 1n labour, and finds no redreſs ; 
My heart conceives, my lips cannotexpreſs ; 
My Organs ſuffer through a main defe ; 
Alas! I want a proper Diale& 
To blazon forth the tithe of what I muſe; 
The more I mediate, the tnore accrues 
Bur lo, my faultring tongue muſt ſay no more, 
Unleſs ſhe ſtep where ſhe hath trod before. 
What ? ſhall Tthen be filent? No, Tl ſpeak 
(Till tongue be rired, and my lungs be weak) 
Of deareſt mercy, in as ſweeta ſtrain, 
Asit ſhould pleaſe my Muſe to lend a Vein: 
| And when eo $=pws ſhallſtop withinher ſource, 
And ſpeech ſhall faulter inthis high diſcourſe 3 
My tired tongue (unſham'd) ſhall thus extend 
Only to name, Dear Mercy, and ſoend. 
Ohigh Imperial King, Heavens Archite&, 
Is Mana thing befitring thy reſpe& ? 
Lord, thouart Wiſdom, and thy Ways are holy, 
But Man's polluted, full of filch, and folly ; 
Yet ishe (Lord) the fabrick of thy hand, 
And jn his Soul he bears thy glorious brand, 
Howe'r defaced with the ruſt of fin, 
Which hath abus'd thy ſtamp, and eaten in 3 
"Tis not the frailty of Man's corrupted nature, 
Makes thee aſham'd C acknowledge man thy cxeature 3 
Bur hke a tender Father, here on earth, 
(Whoſe child by nature, or abortive birth, 
Vorh wanr that ſweet and favourable relliſh, 
Wherewith her Creatures Nature doth aa” ROY 
KEIpe 
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ReſpeRs him ne'rtheleſs ; even ſo- thy grace - 
(Great God) exrendsto Man; though fin deface- 
The glorious pourtraiure that Man doth bear, 
Whereby he loath'd and ugly doth appear, 
Yet thou (within mo —_ _ are 
Deep gulfs of Mercy, ſweet beyond com 
Regard'ft, and lov'ſt (with —— CR) 
Nay, ſeem'ſt to dote on Man; when he hath ſtraid, 
Lord, thou haſt brought him to his fold again ; - 
When he was loſt, thou didſt not then diſdain 
To think upon a Vagabond, and give 
Thy deareſt Son to die, that he tight live, 
_ poor a Mite - _ _— _ . 

at Man might 'ſcape his down approaching fall 
Though baſe oe Ai vo thou doll not abhor us, 
Bur (as our Story (ſpeaks) art pleading forus, 
To fave us harmleſs from our Fo-mans jaws 
Art thou turn'd Orator to plead our Cauſe! 

How are thy mercies full of admiration ! 
How foveraign! how fweet's their application ! 
Fatning the Soul with ſweetneſs, and repairing 
The rotten ruines of a Soul deſpairing. 
Lo here (Malfids) is a Feaſt prepar'd ; 
Fall to with courage, and let nought be ſpar'd ; 
Taſte freely of it, Here's no Miſers Feaſt ; 
Ear what thou can'ſt, and pocket up thereſt: 
Theſe precious Viands are Reſtorative, 
Eatthen; and if the ſweetneſs make thee dry, 
Drink large carouſes out of Mercies Cup, 
The beſt lies in the bottom, Drink all up; 
Theſe Cates are ſweet Ambrofia to the Soul ; 
And that which fills the brimof mercies Bowl, 
Tr's dainty Ne@ar 3 eat and drink thy fill ; 
Spare not the one, nor yet the other ſpill; 
Providein time : Thy Banquet 15 begun, 
Lay up 1n ſtore again — Feaſt be done : 

3 


# 
COPY US rethione a02 he AA SS IE PALS A WTR £0 


56 A Feaſt for Worms. 


For lo, the time of banquerting is ſhort, 
And once being done, the World cannot reſtore 't ; 
It is a Feaſt of Mercy, and of Grace : 
Fr 1s a Feaſt for all, or high, or baſe : 
A Feaſt for him that begs upon the way, 
As well for himthat does the Scepter ſway : 
A Feaſt for him that hourly bemoans 
His deareſt ſins, with ſighs, and tears, and groans ; 
A Feaſt for him, whoſe gentle heart reforms ; 
A Feaſt for Men ; and fo 4 Feaſt for Worms, _. 
© Dear licfeſt Lord, that feaſt'ſt the World with grace, 
* Extend thy bounteous hand, thy glorious face. 
© Bid joyful welcome to thy hungry gueſt, 
* Thatwe may praiſe the Maſter of the Feaſt ; 
* And in thy mercy grantthis boon to me, 
* That I may die to fin, and live to thee, 


FINIS 


S* AMBROSE. 


Myſericordia eft plenitudo onnium virtutum, 


The gexeral uſe of this Hiſtory. 


Hen as the ancient World did all imbark 

Within the compaſs of good Noah's Ark, 
Forth to the new-waſht earth a Dove was ſent, 
Who in her mouth return'd an Olive plant, 
Which in a filent language this related, 
How that the waters were ar lengrh abated. 
Thoſe ſwelling waters is the wrath of God, 
And like the Dove, 'are Prophets ſent abroad ; 
The Olveleat*s a joyful rype of peace, 
A faithful ſign Gods vengeance doth decreaſe ; 
They falve the wounded heart, and make it wholc, 
They bring glad tidings to the drooping ſoul, 
Proclaiming grace to them that thirſt for grace, 
Mercy to thoſe that Mercy will embrace. 

Malfido, thou, in whoſe diſtruſtfu! breſt 
Deſpair hath brought in ſticks to build her neſt, 
Where ſhe may ſafely lodge her luckleſs brood, 

To feed upon thy heart, and ſuck thy blood, 
Beware berimes, leſt cuſtom and permiſſion 
Preſcribe a title, and fo claim poſleſſion, 

Deſpairing man, whoſe burthen makes thee iio0p 

Under the terrourof thy ſins, and droop 
Through dull deſpair, whoſe too tooſullen grict 
Makes Heav'n unable to apply relief; 
Whoſe ears are dull'd withnoiſe of whips and chains; 
And yells of damned Souls, through tort'red painc - 
Come here, and rouze thy ſelf, unſettle thoſe eve:. 
Which fad Deſpair clos'd up 3 Ariſe, Ariſe, 
And go to Ninzveh, the Worlds great Palace, 
Earths mighty wonder, and behold the Ballacc 
And burthen of herbulk, 15 nought bur fin, 
Which (wilfu)) ſhe commits and-wallows tn 3 

| Echoid 
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Behold her Images, her Fornications, | 

Her crying fins, her vile abominations : 

Behold the guilrleſs blood that ſhe did ſpill | 

Like Spring-tides in the Streets and reeking till : 

Behold her ſcorching luſts and ramt defire | 

Like ſulph'rous <Ktna blaze, and blaze up higher 3 

She rapes, and rends, and thieves, and there is none 

Can juſtly call thething he hath his own : | 

That ſacred Name of God, that Name of wonder, 

Inſtead of worſhipping ſhe tears in ſunder ; 

She's not inthrall'd to this ſin or another, 

Bur like a Leper's all infe&ed over 3 

Nor only ſinful, but in ſins ſubjeRion 3 

She's not infe&ted, but a js mon Joy 
No ſooner had the Pro Heay'ns great 

Begun an Onſet to his ——_—_ of | 

But ſhe repented, fſigh'd, and wept, and tore 

Her curjous hair, and garments that ſhe wore : 

Sheſate in aſhes, and with ſackcloth clad her, 

All drenchr in brine, that grief carinot be ſadder ; 

She calls a Faſt, proclaims a prohibition 

To Man and Beaſt (fad Tokens of contrition.) 


No ſooner PYS bur heard 3 No ſooner groan'd, 


Bur pitied ; No ſooner griev'd, but moan'd ; 

Timely repentance ſpeedy grace procut'd, 

The ſore that's falv*d in time 1s eafily cur'd, 

No ſooner had her trickling tears o'rflown 

Her blubber'd cheeks, butheav'n was apt to moan 

Her-penfſive heart, wip'd her ſuffuſed eyes, 

And-gently ſtroak*d her cheeks, and bid her riſe ; 

No faults were ſeen, as if nofaulr had been, 

Dear Mercy made a Quittance for her fin. 

Maljao, rouze thy leaden Spirit, beſtjr thee, 

Hold up thy drowzy head, here's comfort for thee : 

What if thy zeal be frozen hard? whatthen? 

Thy Saviour's blood will thaws thy froft agen ; h 
W 
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Thy pray'rs, that ſhould be fervent; hot as fire, 
Proceed but coldly, from a dull defire ; 
What then? Grieve only, but do not diſmay, 
Who hears thy pray'rs, will givethee ſtrength topray 3 
Though left a while, thou artnot quite giv'n o're, 
Where ſin abounds, there Grace aboundeth more. © 
This, this isall rhe good thar I can do thee, 
Toeaſe thy grief; I here commend unto thee 
A little Book, bur a grear Myſtery, ; 
A great delight, alittle Hiſtory 3 
Alitle branch ſlipt from a ſaving Tree, 
Bur bearing fruir as grear as great might bez 
A ſmall abridgment of thy Lord's great love ; 
A meſſage ſent from Heaven by a Dove. 
Eisa heavenly LeQure, that relates 
To Princes, Paſtors, People, all Eſtates 
Their ſev'ral Duries. 
Peruſe itwell, and bind jt to thy Breſt, 
There reſts the cauſe of rhy defe& of reſt: 
But read it often, or elſe read it not, 
Once read is not obſerv'd, and ſoon forgot : 
Nor 1s't enough to read, but underſtand, 
Orelſe thy tongue for want of wit's prophan'd. 
Nor 1s'c enough to purchaſe knowledge by it, 
Salve heals no ſore unleſs rhe apply it 3 
Apply it then, which if thy fleſh reſtrains, 
Strive what thou can'ſt, and pray.for what remains, 


The particular Application. 


Yer then that art oppreſt with ſad deſpair, 
Here ſhalr thou ſee the ſtrong effe& of pray'r 3 


Then pray with faith, and (fervent) withour ceafing ; 
(Like Facob) wreſtle, till thou ger a Bleſſing. 

Here ſhalr thouſee the typeof Chriſt thy Saviour 3 
Then let thy ſuits be through his Name and fayour. 


Here 


' 60 The general ufe of this Hiſtory. 


Here ſhaltthou find repentance, and true grief 
Of finners like thy ſelf, and their belief ; 

Then ſpit thy grief to theirs, and let thy ſoul 
Cry mightily, until her wounds be whole. 

Here ſhalt thou ſce the meekneſs of thy God, 
Who on Repecnrtance turns, and burns the Rod ! 
Repents of what he purpos'd, and 1s ſorry ; 

Here may ye hear him ftoutly pleading for ye : 
Then thus ſhall be thy meed, 1f thou repent, 
Inſtead of plagues and direful puniſhment, 

Thou ſhalt find mercy, love, and Heav'ns applauſe, 
And God of Heaven himſelf fhall plead thy cauſe. 

Here haſt thouthen compil'd within this treaſure, 
Firſt, the Almighty's high and juſt diſpeaſure 
Againſt foul fin, and ſuch as finful be, 

Or Price, or poor, or high, or low degree. 

Here 1s deſcry'd the beaten Road to Faith : 

Here mayſt thou ſee the force that preaching hath : 

Here 1s deſcrib'd in brief, bur full expreſſion, 
The nature of a Convert, and his paſſion: 

His ſober dicr, which 1s thin and ſpare : 

His cloathing which 13 Sackcloth; and; his pray'r 
Notfaintly ſent to Heaven, nor ſparingly, 

Bur piercing, fervent, and a mighty Cry. 

Here mayſt thou ſec how pray'r and true repentance 
Do ſtrive with God, prevail, and turn his ſentence 
From ſtrokes to ſtroaking, and from plagnes infernal, 
To baundlets Mercies, and to life Eternal. 

Till Zephyr lend my Bark a fecond Gale, 

I ſhip mine Anchor, and I ſtrike my Sail, 


FINIS. 
O aulris Salurtoy Mundi! ultima vera que tu dixiſts in 


Crace, fint ultima mea verba in Luce, & quando am- 
pits effari non poſſum, exaudi ty cordis mei defiderium. 
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' A HYMN to GOD. 


WW HO gives we then an adamantine quill ? 

/ Amarble table? anda David's kill? 

To blazon forth the praiſe of my dear Lord 

In deep grav'n CharaRers upon record, 

To laſt, for times eternal proceſs, ſure, 

So long as Sun, and Moon, and Stars endure. - 

Had I as many mouths as ſands rhere are, 

Had Ia nimble tongue for every Star, 

And every word I ſpeak a Charadter, 

And ev'ry minutes time ten ages were, 

To chaunt forth all rhy praiſe, it nought avail; 

For tongues, and words, and times, and all would fail: 

Much leſs can1, poor weakling, tune my tongue, 

To take a task befits an Angels Song : 

Sing what thou canſt, when thou canſt ſing no mare, 

Veep then as faſt, thatthoucanſt ſing no more 3 

Be-blur thy Book with tears, and go thy ways, 

For every blur p1ll prove a Book of praiſe. 

Thine eyes that view the moving Spheres above, 

Let it give praiſe to him that makes them move : 

Thou riches haſt, thy hands that hold, and have ther. 

Let them give praiſe him that freely gave them: 

Thine arms defend thee; then for recompence, 

Let them praiſEhim that gavethee ſuch defence : 

Thy tongue was given topraiſe thy Lord the Giver ; 

Then let thy tongue praiſe higheſt God for ever : 

Faith comes by hearing, and thy Faith will ſave thee, 

The let thine ears praiſe him thathcaring gave thee : 

Thy heart is begg'd by him whoſe hands did make ir, 

My Son, give me thy heart; Lord, freely take it : 

Eyes, bands; and arms, tongues, ears, and hearts of men 

S1ng praiſe, andlet rhe people ſay, Amen. D 
. une 


64. A Hymi to GO D. 


Tune you your Inſtruments, and let them vary, 
Praiſe him upon them in his SanQuary : 
Praiſe him within the higheſt Firmament, | 
Which ſhews his Power, and his Government; 
Praiſe him, forall his mighty Atsare known, 
And ſui thy praiſes to. his high Renown : | 
Praiſe him with Trump vi&orious, ſhrill, and ſharp; 
With Pfaltry loud, and many ſtringed Harp 3 
With ſounding Timbrel, and the warbling Flute; 
With (Muſicks full Interpreter) the Lute: 
Praiſe him upon the Maiden Virginals, 
Upon the Clerick Organs, and Cymbals, 
Upon the ſweet Majeſtick Viols touch, 
Double your joys, and let your praiſe be ſuch: 
Let all, in whom 1s life and breath, give praiſe 
To heav*ns eternal God, 1n endleſs days : 
Let every Soul, to whom a voice 1s given, 
Sing holy, holy, holy, Lord God of Heaven; 
For lo, a Lambis found, that undertook 
To breakthe ſeven-fold Seal, and ope the BOOK. 

O ler my life adde number ro my days, 
To ſhew thy glory, and tofingthy praiſe : 
Let every minute in thy praiſe be ſpent ; 
Let every head be bare, and knee be bent 
Tothee (dear Lamb;) Who e're thy praiſes hide, 
Clos'd be hus lips, and tongue for ever ti'd. 


Halelujah. 


Gloria DEO in excelſis. 


ELEVEN 


ELEVEN 


Pious Meditations. 


I. 


Ithin the holy Legend I diſcover 
Three ſpecial Attributes of God: his Power, 
His 7u/tzce, and his Mercy; all uncreated, 


Eternal all, and all unſeparated 

From m——— Eſſencey and from thence proceeding 
All very God, All perfe&, All exceeding: 
And from that ſelf-ſame Text three Names I gather, 
Of great Jehovah; Lord, and God, and Father ; 
The firſt denotes him mounted on his Throne, 
In Power, Majeſty, Dominion 3 
The ſecond ſhews him on his Kingly Bench, 
Rewarding Evil with equal puniſhments ; 
The third deſcribes him on his Mercy-ſeat, 
Full greatin Grace and in his Mercy, great; 

All three I worſhip, and before all three 
My heart ſhall humbly proſtrate with my knee ; 
But in my private choice, I fancy rarher, 
Than call him Zord, or God, to call him Father. 


— - 


IL. 


N Hell no Life, in Heavenno Death there is 3 


InEarth both Life and Death, both Bale and Bis p 
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64: 

In Heaven's all Life, no end, nor new ſupplying 3 
In Hell's all Death, and yet there 1s no dying : 
Earth (like a partial Ambodexter) doth 


| Prepare for Death, or Life, prepares for both : 


Wholives to fin, in Hell his portion's given, 
Who dtes to fin, ſhall after live in Heaven. 
Though Earth my Nurſe be,Heaven,be thou my Father ; 
Ten thouſand deaths let me endure rather 
Within my Nurſes arms, than One to Thee 3 


_ Earth's honour with thy frowns is death to me : 
I hve on Earth, as ona Stage of ſorrow ; 


Lord, if thou pleaſeſt, end the Play to morrow : 

F live on Earth, asina Dream of pleaſure, 

Awake me when thou wilt, I wait thy leifare: 

I live on Earth, but as of life bereaven, 

My life's with thee, for (Lord) thou art in Heaven, 
Ky 


IF. 


Nome that er was made, was made for nothing, 
Beaſts for thy food, their 5þ2ns were for thy cloath- 
Flowers for thy ſmell, and Herbs for cure good, (ing : 
Trees forthy ſhade, their Fruzt for pleaſing food. 


.The Showers fall upon the fruitful ground, 


Whoſe kindly 'Dew makes tender Graſs abound 3 
The Graſs ſprings forth for beaſts trofeed upon, 
And Bza/s are food for Man; but Man alone 

Is made to ſerve his Lord in all his ways, 

And bethe Trumpet of his Makers praiſe. 

Let Heav'n be then to me obdure as braſs, 
The Earthas iron, unapt for grain or grals, 
Thenlet my Flocks conſume, and neverſtead me, 
Let pinching Famzne want wherewith to feed me, 
When I forget to honour thee, (my Lord) 

Thy glorious Attributes, thy ?orks, thy Word. 
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O let the.Trum of thine eternal Fathe-- : : 
Teach us to anſwer, Hallow'd ve. thy Names® 0 | 


Iv. 


O D-huik the world, and all that therein is 
He framed,. yet:how poor a part is his? ' -'! - 
Quarter the Earth,. and fee. how ſmall a room 
Is ſtiled with the name of Chriſtendom : 
The reſt (through blinded ignorance) rebels, 
O'r-ruti with Pagans, Turks, and Infidels : 
Nor yet is all this little quartet his, 
For (though all know him) half know him amiſs, 
Profeſling--Chriſt for. lucre; | (as they liſt): © 
And ſerve the;triple Crown of :4ntichrift + | 
Yet 15 this little handful muct made lefſer;>:i: i:;-* 7:7 
There's many Libertines. for :tme Profeſſor. 3. / 27! 51! -* 
Nor do Profeſſors all profes atight,,  -- + 5 
'Mong whom there oftet> lurks an Hypocyatee.). 0; it! 17 
O where, and what's thy; Kingdom : (bleſſed God ?) 


c—_ —_— 


Where is thy Scepter 3 wheteakine Iton Rod-?: ic) | 
Reduce thy reck'nings: £0; their toral ſum, - :+:: - 
O let thy Power, and thy;:Kingdom come. 


wag _— : % NF” 4 


| 1 aNOtit 
AN in Himſelf's a little World, Alone, ; 
His Soul's the. Colt, or high Imperial throne, 
Wherein as Empreſs fits the Underftanding, ,. 
Gently dire&ing, yer with awe Commanding :,,.-, . 
Her Handmaid's 77311 : Aﬀettions, Maids of Honour, 
All following cloſe, and duly waiting on her : 
_ 7 xn _ wore Condition, 
W1 om up Diviſion 
chin chis King up Diviſmn, 


66 7 
Withdrawn the #731, and brib'd the falſe Afe#7on,. 
That This, no other hath; nor That, Ele&ion ; 
The W:YH proves traytor to the Underſtanding | 
Reaſon hath loſt her power, and left commanding 3; 
She's quite depos'd, and putto foul diſgrace, 
And tyrant Paſſion now uſurps her place. 

Vouchſafe (Lord) in this little World of mine 
To reign,, thar T may reign-withiThee in thine > 
And fince my 7#i1 is quite of goo bereaven,” 
Thy will be done on. Earth, as "tis in Heaven, 
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WY © live 16 fin, arcall but thirves toHieaven! 


And Earth; they ſteal from God,and take ungiven; 

Good men they:rop, and fuckvas live uprighit;' '' ©! 
And (being baftards) ſhare rhe-Freemians righe4' © ---- 
They'r {ll as owners, in the ones ſtead, > © 
And (like to Dogs) +devourthe' childrens bread; * * 
They have, and lack, and'wadirwhar'they poſſels ; © | 
Unhappy moſt, m their moſt-happineſs: i 2 
They are not goods, :burriches; thar- they waſte'$// /- 
And nor be'ng goods, rol they wurn athft. © 

| (Lord) what T have, let meenjoy in thee, _ __ 
And thee 1nit, or elſe take itfrom me; 
My fore or want, make thou; or fade, or flouriſh, 
So ſhall my comforts neither change, nor perth; 5. 
That little I enjoy, (Lord) make it mine, . - b\. 
Tn making me'(that am a Sinner) thine « _,... . 
*Tis thou or none that ſhalt ſupply my need, | .- . .:, 
Great God, Give us this day.owr daily bread. ___ ; 
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V1L 


7* E quick conceited School-men do approve 
A difference *rwixt Charity and Love : 
Love 15 a vertue, whereby we explain 
Our ſelves to God, and God to as again : 
But Charity's 1mparted to our Brother, 
Whereby we traffick, ove man with another : 
The fr/# extends to God ; the aft belongs 
To man, in giving right, and bearing wrongs : 
In number they are twain ; in vertue one : 
For one not truly being, r others none. 

In loving God, if I negle& my Neighbour, 
My love hath loſt his proof, and I my labour. 
My Zeal, _my Faith, my Hope, that never fails me, 


( If Charity be wanting) nought avails me. 

(Lord) in my ſoul, a Spirit of Love create me, 
And I will love my Brother, if he.hate me: 
In nought but love, let me envy my betters 3 
And then, Forgive my debts, as 1 my Debtors. 


VIIL 
Find a true reſemblance in the growth 
Of $:2 and Mar ; Alike in breeding, both; 
The Soul's the Mother 3 and the Devzl, Syre 3 
Wholuſting long in mutual defire, 
Enjoy their 1s, and joyn 1 Copalation 
The Seed that fills her Womb, is foul Tentation 5 
The fins Conceptzon, 15 the Souls Conſent 3 
And then-it- quickens, when it breeds content 5 
The birth of. Six 15 finiſht in the for, 
And cſtom brings it to its yn perſefiions 
2 


| 
| 
l 
| 
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* O let my fruitleſs Sou! be barren rather, 
Than bring forth ſuch a Ch! for ſuch a Father : 
Or if my Soul breeds $7 (not being wary) 
Let nor her womb bring forth, or elſe m(carry 3 
She is thy Spouſe (O Lord) do thou adviſe her, 


Keep thou her chaſte; Ler.not the Fiend entice her : 


Try thou my heart,. thy 7ryals bring Salvation, 
Bur let me not be led into, Temptation, 


1%: 
| r= (that blind ſuppoſed Goddeſs) is 


Still rated at, if ought ſucceed. amils ; 
"Tis ſhe (the vain abuſe of Providence). . 


Thar bears the blame, when others make th' offerice ; 


When this man's bars finds not her wontcd ſtore, 
Fortunes condemfi'd, becauſe ſhe ſent no more ; 
Tf this man die, or that min live too long, 
Fortune's accus'd, and ſhe hath done the wrong 3 
Ah fooltſh Dolts, and (like your Goddeſs) blind ! 
You make the fault, and call your Saint unkind ; 
For when the cauſe of E£v*! begins m Mar, 
Thi effe& enſues from whence the cauſe began; 
Then know the reaſon of thy diſcontent, 
The ev'l of ſin, makes the ev'l of puniſhment. 
(Lord) hold me up, or ſpur me when fall ; 
So ſhall my Ev'l be 5/5 or not at all; 
Defend me from the World, the Fleſh, the Devs! , 


And fo thou ſhalt: delzver me from evil, 2 _ 


'X, 


'T H E Princely s&irts of - Aaron's hol Coat 
I kiſs, and to-my morning Myſe deyore :.- 


mw Www TCIUS>SOHD 


Had ever King, "In any Age, of Nation,''i © 
Such glorious Robes, ſer forty in fuchi a faſhion, -- 
With Gold, and Gemms, and: 8:ths of- Princely Dye, 
And ſtones befitting more thani Majeſty ? 
The Perfjan Sophzes, and rich Sheba's Queen 
Had ne'r the like, nor e'r the like had ſeen : 
Upon the 5bzrts (in order as they fell 
Firſt, a Pomegranat was, and then a Bell ; 
By each Pomegranat did a Bell appear 3 
Many Pomegranats, many Bells there were : 
Pomeeranats nouriſh, Bells do make a found ; 
As Bleſſings fall, Thanbsg3ving muſt rebound, 

If thou wilt clothe my heart with Aaror's tire, 
My tongue ſhall praiſe, as well as heart deſire. 
My tongue, and pen ſhall dwell upon thy Story, 
{Great God) jor thine is Kingdom, Power, Glory. 


X 1. 


g : HE antient Sopzſ?s, that were ſo preciſe, 
(And oftencimes (perchance) too c:r#04s nice) _ _ 
Arer, thar Nature hath beſtow'd on Man, 
Three perfe& Souls 3 when this I truly ſcan, 
Methinks their Learning ſwath'd in Error lies ; 
They were not w#ſe enough, and yer too wiſe; 
Too curious wiſe ; becauſe they mention more 
Than one 3 Not wiſe enough, becauſe not four; 
Nature, not Grace, is Miſtreſs of their Schoals ; 
Grace counts them wiſe, that are verieſt Fools : 
Three Souls in man ? Grace doth a fourth allow, 
_ The Soul of Fazth : Burt this 1s Greek to you. 

"Tis Faith that-makes man truly wiſe : * Tis Faith 


Makes-him poſſeſs that thing he never hath, 


70. 
This Glorjous Soul of. Faith beſtow on the, 
( O Lord) or elſe take thou the other three: 
Faith rakes Men leſs than Children, more than Men, 
Itmakes the Soul cry Abba, and Amen. 


THE END. 


Pente- 


Pentelogia. 


— 


Mors tua, Mors Chriſti, Fraus Mundi, Gloria Cell, 
Et Dolor Inferni, ſunt meditanda tibi. 


Thy Death, the Death of Chriſt, the Worlds Tentation, 
Heavens joy, Hells Torment, be thy Meditation. 


__—————TY 


 —— _ 


Mors Tuas 


| | [ ne 
Mz I ſee the tle aged fre 
Paſs ſwiftly by, with feet unapt to tire : 
Upon his head an Hour-glaſs he wears, 
And in his wrinkled hand a Sythe he bears ; 
(Both Inſtruments to take the lives from Men) 
Th' one ſhews with what, the other ſheweth when. 
Methinks I hear the doleful Paſſing-bell , 
Setting an o3ſet on his louder knell ; 
( This moody mufick of impartial Death 
Who dances after, dances out of breath ) 
Methinks I ſee my deareſt friends lament, 
With /;zzhs, and tears, and woful dryriment, 
My tender 7ife, and Children ſtanding by, 
Dewing the Death-bed, whereupon TI he : 
Methinks I hear a vozce (in ſecrer) ſay, 
Thy glaſs is run, and thou muft die to day. 


Mors Chriftt. 


2. 

N D am TI here, WE Redeemer gone ? 
4" Can He be dead, and 1snot my life done ? 
Was he tormented in exceſs of meaſure ? 
And do I live yet? and yer 1;ve 1n pleaſure ? 
Alas ! could ſnners find our ne'r a one, 
More fit than Thee, for them to ſpit upon ? 
Did thy Cheeks entertain a Traytors lips? 
Was thy dear Body ſcourg'd, and torn with whzps ? 
So that the guiltle(s Blood came trickling after ? 
And did thy fainting brows ſweat blood and water ? 
Wertthou (Lord) hang'd upon the Curſed Tree ? 
O world of grief! And was all this for me ? 


74 

Burſt forth, my tears, into a world of forrew, 
And let my 'n:ghts of grief find ne'r a morrow 3 
Since thou art dead (Lord) grant thy ſervant room, 
With ja his heart, to build thy heart a Tomb. 


Fraus Munds. | 


R 3 }) | 
WW Hat is*the > a great Exchange of ware, 
Wherein all ſorts, and ſexes, 'cheapning are: 
The Fleſh, the Devil fir, and cry, What lack ye ? 
When moſt they fawn, they moſt intend to rack ye: 
The wares are cups of 7oy, and beds of Pleaſure, 
| There's goodly choice, down weight, and flowing meaſure, 
A ſouls the price, bur they give time to pay, 
Upon the Death-bed; . on the dying day. 
Hard 1s the bargain, and unjuſt the meaſure. 
When as the price fo much out-laſts the pleaſure; 
The joys that are on Earth, are covntertites : 
Tf ought be true, *ris this, TH are true deceits - 
They flatter, fawn, and (like the Crocodile) 
Kill where they laugh, and murther where they ſmile : 
They daily dip within thy Dzſ, and cry, . 
#ho bath betray'd thee ? Maſter 1s it 12 


Gloria Colt. 


4 J + 
| Hen I behold, Mu + eadriſe upon 
\ The wiſemans ſpeech, There's nonght beneath the Su, 
'But vanity, my ſoul rebels within, 
And loaths the dunghil-prifon fhe is in : 
But when I look to New 7eryſale, 
Whereis reſerv'd my Crown, my Dzadem,, 
O what a Heaven of bliſs my ſoul emoys, . - 
On ſudden rapt-inro- that Heaven of joys ? JA 
Poets | re 


Where raviſht (in the depth of meditation) 
She well diſcerns, with eyes of contemplation, 
The glory of God, in his Imperial Seat, 

Full ſtrong in Might, in Majeſty complear, 
Where troops of Powers, Fertues, Cherubims, 
Angels, Archangels, Saints, and Seraphims, 
Are chaunting praiſes to their Heavenly King, 
Where Hallelujah they for ever ſing. 


Dolor Tnferni, 


Go 
E T Poets pleaſe c PM Tantalus, 
Let griping Vultures gnaw Promethens, + 

And let poor 1xion turn his endleſs wheel, 
Let Nemeſis torment with whips of ſteel ; 
They far come ſhort, rexpreſs the pains of thoſe 
That rage in Hell, enwrapt in endleſs woes : 
Where Time no end, and Plagues find no exemprion z 
Where Cres admit no help, nor Place redemption z 
Where fire lacks no Flame, the flame no ear, 
To make their Torments ſharp, and Plagues complete 
Where wretched Souls to Tortyres bound ſhall be, 
Serving a World of years, and not be Free 3 
Where nothing's heard but 77/1s, and ſudden Cries 3 
Where Fire never ſhakes, nor Worm er dies. 
But where this Hell is plac'd (my muſe) ſtop there 3 
Lord, ſhew me what it 1s, but never where. 


Mors Tuds 


I. 
C:* N he be fair, ny Cm at a blaſt ? 
Or he be #trong, that airy breath can caſt ? 
Can he be wiſe, that knows not how to live ? 
Or he be rich, that nothing hath to ge ? 


76 
Can he be young, that's feeble, weak and wan? 
So fair, ſtrong, wiſe, ſo rich, ſo young is Man. 
So fair is Man, that Death {a parting blaſt) 
Blaſts his fair flow'r, and makes him Earth ar laſt ; 
So ſtrong is Man, that with a gaſping Breath 
He rorters, and bequeaths his trength to Death; 
So wiſe is Man, that if with Death he ſtrive, 
His wiſdom cannot teach him how to live ; 
So rich 1s Man, that (all his Debts b'ing paid) 
Nis wealth's the winding-ſheert wherein he's laid ; 
So young is Man, that (broke with Care and ſorrow) 
He's old enough to day, to dze to morrow : 
Why bragg'ſt thou then, thou worm of five-foot long ? 
Th'art neither fazr,nor [irong, nor wiſe,nor rich, nor young. 


Mors Chrifti. 


2, 
Thirf, and who ſhall eh eager Thirf ? 
1 gritve, and with my. grief my heart will burſt ; 

1 grieve, becauſe I thirft without relicf; 
1 thirſt, becauſe my ſoul is burnt with grief; 
1 thirſt, and (dry'd with grief) my heart will die ; 
1egrieve, and thirfi the more, for ſorrow's dry : 
The more 1 grieve, the more my thi appears ; 
Would God I had not griev'd out all my tears : 
1 thir#, and yet my griefs have made a Flood : 
But tears areſalr 3 7 grieve, and thzrſt for blood: : 
1 grieve for blood, for blood muſt end yelief : 
I thirft for blood, for blood muſt eaſe my grief : 
1 thirſt for ſacred blood of a dear Lamb ; 
I grieve tothink from whencethart dear blood came : 
*Twas ſhed for me, O let me drink my fl, 
Although my grief remain entire ſtill ; | 
O ſoveraign pow'r of that Vermillion Spring, 
Whoſe vertue, neither þqart conceives, nor tong#e ca finge 

VO YAWS 


Fraus Mundi. 


3 
Love the Morld (as Gs, love the Laws) . 
To manage the uprightneſs of my cauſe : 

The World loves me, as Shepherds do their flocks, 

To rob and #03! them of their fleecy locks : 

T love the world, and uſe it as mine In, 

To bair, and reſt my tired Carcaſs in : 

The World loves me: For what ? To make her game 

For filthy {#n, ſhe ſells me timely ſhame ; 

She's like the Baſili5sþ, by whole ſharp eyes 

The living obje&, firſt diſcover'd dies ; 

Forth from her eyes empoys'ned beams do burſt ; 

Dies like a: Baſisþ , dilcerned firſt ; 

We live at jarrs, as forward Gameſters do, 

Still guarding, not regarding others foe ; 

T love the World, to ſerve my turn, and leave her, 
'Tis no decezt to coxen 4 deceiver 

She'll not miſs me 3 I, leſs the world ſhall miſs, 
To loſe a world of grieh, © enjoy a world of bliſs. 


Gloria Colt. 


| [4+ 
Arth ſtands immov'd, 4, fixt ; her ſcituation 

Admits no local change, : no alteration: 
Heaven alway mdves, renewing ſtill his place, 
And ever ſees us with another Face : 
Earth ſtanderh fixt, yet there TI live oppreſt : 
Heaven always moves, yet there is all my ref : 
Enlarge thy (elf, my Soul, with weditatzon 5 
| Mount there, and there beſpeak thy habitation ; 
Where joys are full, and pure, not mixt with mourning, 
All endleſs, and from which is no returning : "a 
No 
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No theft, nocruel wurther harbours there, 

No hoary-headed-Care, no ſudden ſear, 

No pinching wart, no {griping faſt) o2preſſion, 
Nor Death, the ſtipend of our firſt tranſereſſion : 
But deareſt Friendſhip, Love, and laſting Pleaſure, 
Still there abides, withaut or ſtint, or meaſure : 
Fulneſs of Riches, comfort ſempiternal, 

Exceſs withour a ſurfeiting , and Life Eternal. ' 


Dolor Infſerni. 


Ss 5 : 
"= HE 7ump ſhall blow, the 6 By (awak'd) ſhallriſe, 
And to the Clouds ſhall turn their wondring- Eyes 3 
The Heav ns ſhall ope, the Bridegroom forth ſhall come 
To judge che World, and give the World her d60# *. 
Foy to the uit, to others ehdleſs ſmart : 
To thoſe the voice bids, Come 3 to theſe, Departs , 
Depart from Life, yet (dying) live for ever 5” 
For ever dying be, and yet ae never : 
Depart like Dogs, with Devils rake your lot 3 
Depart like Devils, for I bnow you not. 
Like Dogs, like Devils go, Gohowl, and bark ; 
Depart 1n darkneſs, for your deeds were dark: 
Let roaring be your Muſick, and your Food 
Be fleſh of pers, and your drink, their blood ; 
Let Fiends affii& you with Reproxch and Shame, 
Depart, depart into Eternal - flame : | 
If yell the Guardian then of Sinters be, | ” 
Lord give me Hell on Earth, (Lord) give me Rave, w_ 
rhee. 


Fam define Tibia viſit. 


FINIS, 


Hadaſla. 


HORAT. Ode 6. 


Conamur tenues , grandia 5 nec pudor , 


Imbelliſg; Lyre Muſa potens vetat. 
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PREFACE 


FOXRNEg 


READER. 


Sober vein beſt ſuites Theology: If 
therefore thou expetteſt ſuch Elegas- 
cy as takes the Times, affeft ſome 
ſubjeft as will bear it, Had TI labou- 
red with over-abundance of Fictions, or Flouriſhes, 
perhaps they had expoſed me cenſurable, and diſ- 
prized this ſacred Subjett : Therefore I reſt more 
ſparing in either kind. 
Two things I would treas of : Firft, the mat- 
ter; ſecondly, the manner of this Hiſtory. 
As for the matter, (ſo far as 1 have dealt ) 
it 1s Canonical, and, inditted by the Holy Spirit of 
GOD, mot liable to error, and needs no blanch- 


ing. 
In it Theology ſits as Queen, attended by her 


Handmaid Philoſophy ; both concurring to _ 
| 'G _ the 
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the underſtanding Reader a good Divine, and a 
wiſe Moraliſt. | 

As for the Divinity , ut diſcovers the Almigh- 
iy in his two great Attributes ; in his Mercy, de- 
 Iivering his Church ; in his Fuſtice, confounding 

her Enennes. 

As for the Morality, it offers to ns the whole 
prattick, part of Philoſophy, dealt out into Ethicks, 
Politicks, and Oeconomicks. 

» x. The Ethical part (the objett whereof is the 
mauners of a private man)ranges through the whole 
Book,, and empties it ſelf into the ((atatogue of 1o- 
ral vertues ; either thoſe that govern the Body, as 
Fortitude, Chap. g. 2. and T emperance, Chap. 1.8. 
or thoſe which dire} the Soul, either in outward 


things, as Liberality, chap. 1. 3. Magnificence, 

chap. Tt. 6. Magnanimity, Chap. 2. 20. and 

Modeſty, Chap. 6. 12. or in Converſation, as 

Payee, Chap. 7. 9. Manſuetude, chap. F. 2. 
c. 


2. The Political part (the objeft whereof ts 
publick ſociety) inftrutts, Firſt, in the behaviour 
of a Prince to his Subjett, in puniſhing his vice, 
Chap. 7. 10. in rewarding of vertues, Chap. 8. 
2, I5. Secondly, in the behawour of the Subjeth 
ro his Prince, in obſerving his Laws, and diſco- 
vering bis Enemies, Chap. 2. 22. Thirdly , the 
behaviour of a Subjett to a Subjeit, in mutnality 
of love, ChaP. 4. 7. in propagation of peace, chap. 
IO, 3. '3. The 
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3. The Oeconomical part (the objet whereof 
is private Society) teacheth, Firſt, the carriage of 
| : Wife to ber FJusband, mobeying, chap. 1.22, 
| of the Husband to bis Wife, in ruling, chap. 1,22. 
Secondly, of a Father to his Child, in ac ' nh, 
chap. 2. 7, 10. of a Child to his Faths/ : - 
ſervine, chap. 2.20. Thirdly, of a f » to 
his Servant, T commanaing , chap. 4. F. of A 
Servant to his Maſter, in effetins his command, 
chap. 4.6. | 

Furthermore, in this Hiſtory the two principal 
faculties of the Soul are (not 1n vain) imployed. 

Fiſt, The Intellef#, whoſe' proper objet+ is 
Truth. Secondly, the Will, whoſe proper objeft 
#5 good, whether Philoſophical , which the great 
Maſter of Philoſophy calls Wiſdom : Or Theolo- 
/" which we point at now, hoping to enjoy here- 
after. | | 

Who the Penman of this ſacred Hiſtory was, or 
why the Name of God ( as in few other parts of the 
Bible ) 14 unmentioned un this, it is immaterial and 
aonbtful. For the firſt, it is enough for an uncurious 
Queſt ioner to know, it was imaitted by the Spirit of 
| God: Forthe ſecond, let it ſuffice, that that Spirit 
| wil”d not here to reveal his Name. 

As for the Manner of this Hiſtory, ( conſiſting 
in the Periphraſe, the adjournment of the Story, 
and interpoſition of Meditation) 1 hope it bath 
mat injured the Matter : For im this I was not 

=". :- CY | the 
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the leaſt careful to uſe the light of the beſt Expo- 
fitors, not daring to go un-led, for fear of ſtum- 
bling. Some ſay, Dwvinity in Verſe 1s inconoruous 
and unpleaſing ; ſuch I refer to the Pſalms of Da- 
vid, , «the Song of his Son Solomon, to be cor- 
reften & Put tm theſe lewd times, the ſalt and ſoul 
- 'of a ar j@, is obſcene ſcurrility, without which it 
ſeems dull and liveleſs: And though the ſacred 
 Hiſtoryneeds net ( as humane ao) Poetry, to per- 
petuate the remembrance, (being by God's own 
mouth: bleſt with Eternity) yet Verſe (working 
fo near upon the ſoul. and ſpirit ) will oft-times 
draw thoſe to have a Hiſtory in familiarity, who 
( =" ) before ſcarce knew there was ſuch a 
Book. | 


Reader, Be more than m haſty Pen ſtiles thee. 
Read me with advice, and thereafter judge me, 
and in that judoment cenſure me. If I jangle, 


think, my intent thereby, tz to toll befter Ringers 
in, | 


Farewel. 
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INTRODUCTION. 
WW Tin Zadehah (he whoſe hapleſs hand 
|  Onceheldthelſcepter of great 7uda'sLand) 


Went up the Palace of. proud Babylon 
-  (ThePrince Swajaþ himattending on) 

Adreadful Prophet, (from whoſe blaſting breath _ 
Came ſudden death, and nothing elſe bur death) 
Into Serajah's peaceful hand betvok 
The ſad Contents of a more:diſmal Book. Ep 

Break ope the leaves, thoſe leaves ſo-full of dread, 
Read (Son of Thunder) ſaid the Prophet, read ; 
Say thus, ſay freely thus, The Lord-hath ſpoke itz _ 
"Tis done, the World's unable to revoke it: 7 
Wo, wo, and heavy woes ten thoufand more 
Betide great Babylon, that painted Whore 3 
Thy Buildings, and thy fenced Towers ſhall 
Flame on a ſudden, and to Cinders fall 
None ſhall be left to wail thy griefs with howls « 
Thy Streets ſhall peop!'d be with Bats and Owls: 
None ſhall remain to call thy places void, 
None to poſſeſs, - 80r ought tobe enjoy'd 1 
Nought brug be leſt for thee to term thine own, 
But belpleſs ruines of 4 hapleſs Town,' 

Said then the Prophet, when thy language bath 
Empti'd thy cheeks of this thy borrow'd breath, 
Cloſe then the Book , and bind a ſtone unto it, 


That done, into the ſwift Euphrates throw it 3 | 
G 3 Ana 


hos _—_ 
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And let this following ſpeech explain withal 

The -Hiteroglyphick of proud Babels fall: 

Thus, th la Babel, thus ſhall Babel's glory, 

Of her deſtruftion leave a Tragick Story : 

Thus, thus bat Babel fall,- and none relieve her, 

Thus, thus ſhall Babel ſink , thus fink for ever. 

And faln, Thus gfter»times made good 

That Let wi hay de ha 'd itbblood. 

Great Royal Dreamer, where js now that thing 

Thou ſo much vauntedſt of ? where, O Sovereign King, 

Ts that great Babel, thar was rais'd ſo high” A Fry 

To ſhewv the highnies of thy Majeſty ? ) 

Where ts thy Royal Offspring to ſucceed” i \ 

Thy Throye, il to preſerve thy Princely ſeed, 

Till this tine ? Sleeping how couldſt thou forelce” 

That thing; which waking, thou rhoughtſthe'r would be. 
And thou Belſhazzer, - full of yourhful fire, [5 

Unlucky Grandchild to # Tucklefs Sire) - 

On thee the ſacred Oracles atrended, 

For with thy life great Babels Kingdom ended: 

Whar made thy ſpirit tremble,' and thy hair | 

Bolt up? What made thee (Kinting) gaſp 4 for Air? 

A ſimple word upon a'pamited Wall ? + + 

Whar's that to thee ? Tf ought, what harm at M? 

Could words affright thee *'O' prepoſterous wit, 

To fear the writing, not the hand that writ ! 

The hand that writ, it felf (unſeen) did ſhroud 

Within the gloomy boſom of a Cloud ; 

The hand that writ, was bent, (not bentin yain) 

To part the Kingdom, and the _— In twain: 

The hand that writ, did write the ſentence down, 

And now ſtands armed to depoſe the Crown: 

The hand that writ, did threaten to tranſlate ' : 

Thy Kingdom Babel, to the Perfian State 3 

Th' effe& whereof did brook no long delays, 

For when Belſharzer had ſpun our his days, - - - 


(Soon 
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(Soon cut by that Avengersfaral knife). 
Proud Babels Empire ended with his life. 

As when that rare Arabian Bird doth reſt 
Her bed-rid Carcaſs in her Spicy neſt, 
The quick-devouring fire of Heaven conſumes 
The willing Sacrifice in ſweet perfumes, 
From whoſe (ad Cinders (balm'd if fu'ral Spices) 
A ſecond Phcenix (like the firſt) ariſes : 
So from the ruines of great Babels Seat, 
The Medes and Perſians Monarchy grew great. 
For when Bzlſhazxer, laſt of Babels Kings, 
Yielded to death, (the ſum of mortal things) 
Like earth-amazing thunder from above, _ 
And lightning from the houſe of angry ove, 
Orlike to billows in th* Eubcean Seas, | 
Whoſe ſwellingnought but ſhipwrack can appeaſe, 
So bravely came the fierce Darius on, _ 
Marching with Cyrus into Babylon 
Two Armies Royal ſtoutly following, 
The one was Medes, the other Perſ;a's King. 
As when the Harveſter with bubling brow, 
(Reaping the intereſt of his painful Plough) 
Wirth crooked Sickle now a ſhock doth ſhear, 
A handful here, and chen a handful there ; 
Not leaving, till he nought but ſtubble leave 3 
Here lies a'new faln rank ; and there a ſheave 3 
Even ſo the Perfian Hoſt ir ſelf beftirr'd, 
So fell great Babel by the Perſian ſword. 
Which, warm with ſlaughter, and with blood imbru'd, 
Ne'r ſheath'd, till wounded Babel fell ſubdu'd. 

But ſee: Theſe brave joinrenants that ſurviv'd 
Toſee a little world of men unliv'd, -. 
Muſt now be parted : Great Darzus dies, 
And Cyrus ſhares alone the new-got prize : 
He fights for Heayen, Heavens foemen he ſubdues : 
He builds the Temple z he - p4_ the Jews. 

4 
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By him was Zedek4aV's force disjointed, 
Unknown to God he was, yet God's Anointed. 
But wark the malice of a wayward Fate 
He whom ſucceſs crown'd always fortunate, 
He that was ſtrong t atchieve, bold to attempr, 
Wiſe to foreſee, and wary to prevent, 
Valiant in war, ſacceſsful ro obtain, 
Muſt now be ſlain, and by a Woman ſlain. 
Accurſed be thy ſacrilegious hand, 
That of her Patron rob'd the Holy Land; 
Curs'd be thy dying life, thy living death, 
And curs'd be al things proud Tomyrzs hath. 
O worſt that Deathcan do, to take a life 
Which (loſt) leaves Kingdoms to a Tyrant's Knife : 


For now, alas! degenerate Cambyſes, vices) 


{Whoſe hand was filld with blood, whoſe heart with 

Sits crowned King to vex the Perſian State 

With heavy burthens, and with ſore regrate. 

O Cyrus, more unhappy in thy Son, 

Than in that ſtroke wherewith thy life was done ! 

Cambyſes now ſits King, now Tyrant (rather :) 

» (Unlucky Son of a renowned Father!) 

Blood cries for blood : Himſelf revenged hath 

His bloody Tyranny with his own death ; 

That cruel Sword on his own fleſh doth feed, 

Which made ſo many loyal Perſians bleed. 

Whoſe woful choice' made an indiff rent thing, 

Toleave their lives, or loſe their Tyrant King : 

Cambyſes dead, with him the lateſt drop 

Of Cyrus blood was ſpilt, his death did ſtop 

The infant ſource of his brave Sire's worth, 

' Ere after-times could ſpend his Rivers forth. 
Tyrant Cambyſes being dead and gone, 

On the reverſion of _——_— Throne- + -* 

Mounts up a Magus with difſembled right,  - 


Forging the name of him whoſe greedy night / 
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Too early did perpetuate her own, 

And filent death had ſnatcht away unknown. 

But when the tidings of this Royal Cheat - | 
Times loyal Trump had fram'd, th' uſurped Ser 
Grew too too hot, and longer could notbear 

So proud a burthen on ſo proud a Char : 

The Nobles ſought their. freedom to regain, 

Not reſting till the Mag#all were ſlain; 

And fo renowned was that happy ſlaughter, 

That it ſolemniz'd was for ever after ; bp 
So that what Pen ſhall write the Perſian ſtory, 4 
Shall treat thar Triumph, and write that days glory 3 
For to this time the Perſians (as they ſay) n 
Obſerve a Feaſt, and keep it holy day ; 

Now Perſia lacks a King, and now the State 
Labours as much in want, as it of late 

Did 1n abundance; Too great Calms do harm 
Sometimes as much the Seaman, as the ſtorm : 

One while they think r ere& a Monarchy, 

But that (corrupted) breeds a Tyranny, 

And dead Cambyſes freſh before their eyes, 

Aﬀerights them with their new-ſcap'd miſerics 3 
Some to the Nobles would commir the State, 

in change of Rule, expetting change of Fate 
Others cry'd no, More Kings than one, incumber : 
Better admit one Tyrant, than a number 3 

The rule of many doth diſquiet bring, 

One Monarch 1s enough, one Lord, one King : 
One ſays, Ler'srule our ſelves ; let's all be Kings 3 
No, fays another, that confufion brings : 

Thus modern danger bred a careful trouble, 
Double their care 15, as their. fear 15 double ; 

And doubtful to refolve of what concluſion, 

To bar confuſion, thus they bred confuſion z = 
At laſt [and well advis'd) they put their choice 
Upon the Verdidt of a Juries voice : 


Seven 
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Seven his perfe& number, then by ſeven 

Be Perſa's Royal Crown, and Scepter given: 

© Now Per/:a, do thy plagues or joys commence 
© God give thy Jury ſacred evidence. 

Fearful to chuſe, and faithleſs in their choice, 
(Since weal or wo depended on their voice) 

A few from many they extracted forth, 

Whoſe even-pois'd valour, and hke equal worth 
Had ſet a Non-plas on their doubtful rongues, 
Unweeting where the moſt reward belongs, 
They this agreed, and thus (advis'd) beſpake : 

Since purblind mortals, of themſelves, can make 
No difference *twixt good, and evil, nor know 
A good, from what i only good in ſhow; 

But with unconslant frailty, doth vary 

From what is good, to what 25 clean contrary : 
And ſince it lies not in the brain of man, 

To make his drooping ſtate more happy, than 

His unpropitious ſtars allot, much leſs 

To lend another, or a State ſucceſs 5 

In vain you therefore ſhall expect this thing, 

That we ſhould give you fortune with a King, 
Since you have made us means to propagate 

The joyſuf-welfare of 0ur beadleſs State, 

(Bound by the tender ſervice that we bear : 
Our native Soil, far, than our lives, more dear,) 
We ſifted have, and bolted from the reſt, 

Whoſe worſt admits no badneſs, and whoſe beſt 
Cannot be better d. 

When Chanticlear (the Bell-man of the morn) 
Shall ſummon twilight, with bis Bugle horn, 
Let theſe brave Heroes dreſt in warlike wiſe, 
And richly mounted on their Palferies, 

Attend our riſing Sun-god's. ruddy face, 
Within thelimit of our Royal place. 
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And.he, whoſe luſty Stallion firſt ſhall neigh, 
To him be given the doubtful Monarchy: 

The choice of Kzngs lies not zn mortals breaſt 3 
This we 3 the gods and Fortune do the veſt. 

So ſaid, the people tickled with the motion, 
Some toſt their caps, ſome fell to their devotion, 
Some clap their joyful hands, fome ſhour, ſome ting, 
And all at once cry'd out, A-King, a King, 

When Phebus Harbinger had chas'd the night, 
And tedious Phoſpher brought the breaking lighr, 
Compleat in Arms, and gloriousin their train, 
Came theſe brave H2roes prancing o'r the Plain. 
with mighty Streamers came theſe blazing Stars, 
Porrending wars, (and norhing elſe but wars ) 
Into the Royal Palace now they come 3 
There ſounds the Martial Trump, here beats the Drum ; 
There ſtands a Steed, and champs his frothy ſteel, 
This ſtroaks the ground, thar ſcorns1t with his heel : 
One ſnorts, another puffs out angry wind ; 

This mounts before; and that curvets behind. 

By this, the foamy Steeds of Phaeton 
Puff too, and ſpurn the Eaſtern Horizon : 
Whereat the Nobles proſtrate to the ground, 
Ador'd their god, (their god was early found. ) 
Forthwith from out the thickeſt of the Croud, 
Indepth of filence there was heard rhe toud 
Andluſtful language of Darzus Horte, 

Whoin the Dale of his Diſcourſe, 

Proclaim'd his Rider King ; wherear the reſt 
(Patient to bear what cannor be redreſt) ; 
Diſmounc their lofty Steeds, and proſtrate brivg 
Their humbled bodies totheir happy King 3 _, 
God ſave the Kzng, they joyntly ſay ; God bleſs 
Thy proſp'rous aRions with a due ſucceſs; 

The people clap their ſweaty palms, and ſhout 3 
The Bonfires ſmoke, the Bells ring round abour, 
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The Minſtrels play; the Parrots learn to ſing, 
(Perchance as well as they) God ſave the King. 
Aſſuerus now's inveſted in the Throne, 
And Per(a's rul'd by him, and him alone ; 
Prove happy Perſia : Great Aſſuerus prove 
As equalhappy 1n thy peoples love. 

Enough ; and let this broken Ereviate 
Suffice to ſhadow forth thy downfal ſtate, 
O mighty Babs/, and the Conqueſt made 
By the fierce Medes and Perſeans conqu'ring blade 3 
Whoſe juſt ſucceffion we have traced down, 
Till great 4ſſuerus wear the Perfian Crown 
Him have we ſought, and having found him, reſt ; 
To motrrow go we to his Royal Feaſt. 


Mo 


FI FE 


HIGHEST: 


His humble Servant implores His 
GRacilous AlD. : 


Ef great Director of the Hearts of Men, 
From whence I propagate whate'r is mine, 
Still my unquet thoughts  Dirett my Pen, 
No more my own, if thou adopt it thine ; 

O be thy Spirit All in All to me, 

That will1mplore no Aid, no Mt ſe, but Thee. 


Be thou the Load-ſtar to my wandring mind, 
New rigg d, and bound upon anew Adventure: 
O fill my Canvaſs with a proſp'rous wind - 
Unlock, my ſonl, and let thy Spirit enter - 
So bleſs my Talent with a fruitful Lone, 
That it, at leaſt, may render two for one. 


Unworthy I, to take ſo high aT ask; 

Unworthy I, to crave ſo great a Boon 

Alas ! unſeaſond is my ſlender Cask , 

My Winters day hath ſcarcely ſeen her Noon. 
But if the Childrens Bread muſt be deny'd, 
Tet let me lick the Crums that {al beſide, 

L>$4 THE 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The King Afſuerus makes two Feaſts, 
Invites his great and meaner Gueſts : 

He makes a Statute to repreſs . 
The loathſom ſin of Drunkenneſs. - oth 


SECT. Þ 


Hengreat Aſſuerus (under whoſe Command 
The worlds moſt part did in ſubje&ion ſtand, 
Whoſe Kingdom was to Eaſt and Weſt con- 
And ſtretcht from Ethzopza unto 1nd) (fin'd, 
When this brave Monarch had with two years pow'r, 
Confin'd himſelf. the Perſian Emperor ; 

The peoples patience nilling to ſuſtain 

'The hard oppreſſion of athird years Reign, 

Softly began to grumble, ſore to vex, 

Feeling ſuch tribute on their ſervile necks; 

Which when the King (as he did quickly) hears 

(For Kings havetender, and the nimbleſt cars) 

Partly to blow the coa!s of old affetion, 

Which now are dyingthrough a forc'd ſubje&ion : 
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The Hiſtory of Queen EST HER, 
Partly to make his Princely might appear, 
To make them fear for love, or love for fear, 
He made a Feaſt : he made a Royal Feaſt, 
Fit for himſelf, had he himſelf been Gueſt : 
Towhich he calls the Princes of his Land, 
Who (paying tribure) by his power ſtand ; 
To which he calls his Servants of Eſtate, 
His Captains, and his Rulers of the State: 
That he may ſhow the glory of his ſtore, 
The like unſeen by any Prince before 
That he may boaſt his Kingdoms beauty forrh, 
His ſervant Princes, and their Princely worth. 
That he may ſhew the Type of Sov'rcignty, 
Fulfill'd inth' honour of his Majeſty ; 
He made a Feaſt, whoſe Date ſhould not expire 
Until ſeven Moons had loft and gain'd their fire. 
When as this Royal tedious Feaſt was ended, | 
(For good, morecommon 'tis, *tis more commended } 
For meaner ſort he made a ſecond Feaſt; 
His Gueſts were from the greateſt to the leaſt 
In Syſa's place : Seven days they did reforr 
To feaſt  th* Palace Garden of the Court : 
Where; in'the midſt, the houſe of Bacchus ſtands, 
Toentertain, when Bounty claps her hands: 
The Tap'ſtry Hangings were of divers hue, 
Pure white, and yourhſul green, and joyful blue : 
The main ſupporting Pillars of the.Place, 
Were perfect Marble of the pureſt race 3 
The Beds were rich, right Princely to behold, 
Of beaten Silver, and of burniſht Gold, 
The Pavement was diſcolour'd Porphyry, 
And during Marble, colour'd diverſly : 
In laviſh Cups of oft-refined Gold, 
Came wine unwiſht, drink what the people would: 
The golden Veſſels did in numbers paſs; 
Great choice of Cups, great choice of wine there was, 
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And fince Abuſeattends upon Exceſs, 

Leading ſweet Mirth to loathſom Drunkennels, 

A temp'rate Law was made, that no man might 
Inforce an undiſpoſed Appetite : : 

So that a ſober mind may uſe his pleaſure, 

And meaſure Drinking, though nor drink by meaſure. 


Meaitat. IL 


O man1s bornunto himſelf alone ; 

Who lives unto himſelf, he lives to none : 
The world's a Body, each Man a Member 1s, 
To adde ſome meaſure to the publick Bliſs: 
Where much is giv*n, there much ſhall be requir'd 3 
Where little, leſs ; for riches are bur hir'd ; 
Wiſdom is ſold for ſwear, pleaſure for pain 
Who lives unto himſelf, he lives in vain: 
To be a Monarch is a glorious thing ; 
Wholives notfull of care, he lives no King : 
The boundleſs glory of a King 1s ſuch, 
To ſieeten Care, becauſe his Care 1s much. 
The Sun (whoſe radiant Beams refJe& (o bright) 
Comforts and warms, as well as it giveslight ; 
By whoſe example Phzbe (though more dim) 
Does counterfeit his Beams, and ſhines from him ; 
So mighty Kings are not ordain'd alone 
To pearch in glory on the Princely Throne, 
But to dire& 1n Peace, command in War 
Thoſe ſubjets, for whoſe ſakes they only are z 
So loyal Subje&s muſt adopt them to 
Such vertuous a&ons as their Princes do ; 
So ſhall his People, even as well as He, 
Princes (though in a leſſer Volume) be. 

So oftenas I fix my ſerious eye 

Upon Aſſuerus Feaſt, merthinks, I ſpy 
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The Temple dance, methinks my ravitht ear, 
(Rapt with the ſecret muſick that I hear) 
Attends the warble of an Angels tongue, 
Reſounding forth this ſenſe-bereaving ſong 3 
Vaſhti ſpall fall, and Eſther riſe, 
Sion ſhall thrive, whin Haman dies. 

Bleſt are the Meetings, and the Banquets bleſt, 
Where Angels carol muſick to the Feaſt. 

How do our wretched times degenerate 
From former ages ! How intemperate 
Hath laviſh cuſtom made our bed-rid Ape, 
Atiing obſcene Scenes on her drunken Stage ! 
Our times are guided by a lewder lot, 
As if that world another world begort: 
Their friendly Feaſts.were fill'd with ſweet ſobriety 3 . 
Ours, with unclean delights, and baſe ebriety : . 
Theirs, the unvalued price of Love, intended 3 
Ours ſeek the cauſe whereby our Love is ended; 
How in fo blind an Age could thoſe men ſee! 
And in a ſeeing Age, how blind are we! 


"WW 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The King ſends for the Queen 3 the Queen 
Denzes to come, Hs haſly ſpleen 
Inflames z unto the Perſian Laws 
' He leaves the cenſure of his cauſe. 


hl — 


SECT. 11. 


TFT add more honour to this Royal Feaſt, 
That Glory may with Glory be encreaſt, 
Vaſhti the Queen (the faireſt Queen on Earth) 
She made a Feaſt, and put on jolly mirth, 
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To bid welcom with her Princely cheer 

To all her Gueſts ; her gueſts all, women were. 
By this, the Royal bounty of the King 

Hath well-nigh ſpent the ſeven days banquetting. 

Six jovial days have run their hours our, 

And _ ng mit revolves the week abour, 

Upon which day (the Q1eens unlucky da 

The King oh jolliey end away, pd 

And gently having ſlipt the ſtrier reins 

Of temperance (rhar over mirth reſtratns ) 

Roſe up, commanded that without delay, 

(Howe'r the Perſian cuſtom do gain-ſay 

That men and married wives ſhould feaſt togerher ) 

That fair Queen Vaſhti be conduRted thither, 

For him to ſhew the ſweetneſs of her face, 

And peerleſs beauty mixt with Princely grace : 


To wound their wanton hearts, and to ſurpriſe 
The Princes with rhe ane of her eyes. 


f 


But faireſt 7aſhtz (1m whoſe ſcornful eyes 
More haughtry pride, than Heavenly beauty lies) 
With bold denial of a flinty breſt, 
Anſwer'd the longing of the Kings requeſt 
And (fill'd with ſcorn) return'd this Meſſage home, 
Nueen Vaſhti cannot, Vaſhri wil! not come. 
Whereat, as Boreas with his bluſtering, 
(When ſturdy Aries uſhers in the Spring) 
Here fells an aged Oke, there cleaves a Tree, 
Now holds his full mouth'd blaſt, now lets it flee, 
So ſtorms the King 3. now pale, now fiery red, 
His colour comes and goes, his angry head 
| He ſternly-ſhakes, ſpits his tnraged ſpleen, 
Now on the meſſenger, now on the Queen: - 
One while he deeply weighs the foul contempt, 
And then his paſſion bids his : wrath attempr. 
A quick revenge 3 now creep into his thought .. 
Such things as aggravate the peeviſh fault; —_ w 


The Hiſtory of Queen EST HER. 


The place, the perſons preſent, and the time, 
Increaſe his wrath, increaſe his Ladies Crime. 
Bur ſoon as paiſion had reſtor'd the Rein 

To righteous Reaſon's government again 3 

The King (unfit to judge his proper Cauſe) 

Referr'd the trial to, the Perſian Laws : 

He calF'd his Learned Council, and diſplay'd 

The nature of his Grievance thus, and faul :; 
By vertue of 4 Husband, and 4 King, 

(To mabe compleat our Royal Banquetting ) 

We gave command, we gave a ftrift command, 

That by the office of our Eunuchs Band, 

Queen Vaſhti ſhould in ſtate attended ve 

Into the preſence of our MajeSly : 

Bit in contempt ſhe ſlacks our dread beheft, 

Neglefts performance of our dear Requeft, 

And (through diſdain) diſloyally denid, 

Like a falſe ſubjeft, and a faithleſs Bride; 

Say then (my Lords) for you-(veing truly wiſe) 

Have brains to judge, and judgments to adviſe 3 

Say boldly (ſay) What do the Laws aſſign ? 

What punzſhmeut ? or what deſerved Fine ? 

Aſluerus bids, the mighty King commands 3 

Vaſhri denzes, the ſcornful Queen withſtands. 
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Meditat. I 1. 


EE manners breed good Laws 3 and thar's the beſt 
Thar e'r was wade of bad : the Perfjan Feaſt 
{Finding the miſchief that was grown (o rife) 
Admitted not with men a married wife. 
How careful were they in preſerving thar, 
Whuch we (© watchfulare to violate ! 

0 Chaſtity, the 1 wer of the ſoul, 

How is thy. fairneſs turn'd to foul ! 
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How are thy Bloſſoms blaſted all to duſt, 
By ſudden Lightning of unramed Luft ! 
How haſt rhou thus defiFd thy Iv'ry feet! 
[ Thy ſweetneſs that was once, how far from ſweet ! 
j Where are thy maiden ſmiles,thy bluſhing cheek ? 
i Thy Lamb-like countenance, ſo fair, ſo meek? 
l Where is that ſpotleſs flower, that while ere 
| Within thv Lilly boſom thou didſt wear ? 
Has wanton Cupid ſnarch'd it? Hath his Darr 
Sent courtly tokens to thy fitnple heart ? 


l Where do'ſt thou bide ? the Country half diſclaims thee ; 
Fi The City wonders when a body names thee : 
19 Or have the rural woods 'engroſt thee there, 
1M And thus foreſtat'd our empry Markers here ? 
le Sure tart nor, or kept where no man ſhows thee ; 


Ids Or chang'd ſo much, ſcarce man or woman knows thee, 
ll Our Grandame Eve, hefore'tt was forbid, 
Defired not the fruit ſhe after drd : | 


18 Had not the cuftom of thoſe times ordain'd 
1D  Thatwomen from mens fedfts ſhould be reſtrain'd, 
' [1 Perhaps (4ſſuerus) Vaſhti might have died 


4 Unſent for, and thy ſelf been-undenied : ( 
T4 Such are the fruits of mirth's and wine's abuſe, E 
Cuſtoms muſt crack, and love muſt break his truce ; 4 


Fj Conjugal bands muſt looſe, and ſullen Hate B 
Ig Enſues the Feaſt, where wine's immoderate. T 

| More difficult it 1s, and greater skill lh 
To bear a miſchief than prevent an 11! : o 


if Paſſion 1s natural, but to bridle paſſion, wi 
q Is more divine, and virtues operation : ' 


j To do amiſs 15 natures A& : to err, / 
iq Ts but a wretched mortals Charadter ; S 
Hp Bur to prevent the danger of the i, © A 
1 Is more than man, ſurpaſſing humane skill'; *- A) 

| Who plays a happy game with crafty ſlight, - 


t Fortunes Favorite” :* ©". 


Confirms himſelf 
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But he that husbands well an ill-dealt game, 
Deſerves the credit of a Gameſters name, 
Lord, If my Cards be bad, yet lend me kill 
Toplay them wiſely,and make the beſt of ill. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The learned Council plead the Caſe ; 
The Queen degraded from her place : 
Decrees are ſent througnout the Land, 

That Wives obey, and Men cammand. 


0 <4 - vo cu 


SECT 175 


T HE righteous Council (having heard the cauſe) 
Advis'd a while, with reſpite of a pauſe, 
Till Memucan (the firſt that filence brake) 
Unſeal'd his ſerious lips, and thus beſpake : 

Tye great Aſſuerus Soverezgn Lord and Kzng, 
(To grace the period of hu Banquetting ) 
Hath ſent to Vaſhti, Vaſhti would not come, 
And now it reſts in us to give the doom. 
Bit leſt that too much raſhneſs violate 
The ſacred Juſtice of our happy State, 
We firft propound the height of her offence, 
Next, the ſucceeding mnconvenzence , 
ich through the circumſtances does augment, 
And ſo deſiznd to th equal puniſhment. 
Ti offence propounded, now we muſt relate 
Surh circumſtances that might aggravate, 
And firt the place, (the Palace of the King) 
And next the time, (the Time of Banquetting) 


Liftly, the perſons, . ( Prances 7 the Land) 


Which witne the contempt of the command 3 
| H 


3 
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The Place, the Perſons preſent, and the Time, | 
Mabe foul wy comp make foul the Ladies crime : 
Nor was ber fault unto the King alone, 

Bt to the Princes and to every one < 

Fry when this ſpeech abroad divulg'd ſhall be, 
Vaſhni the Queen withſtood the Kings Decree, 
Women (that ſoow can an advantage tabe 

Of things, which for their private ends do make) 
Shall ſcorn their coward Husbands, and deſpiſe 
Their dear requefis within their ſcornful- eyes, 
And ſay, if we deny your beſts, then blame not, 
Aſſuerus ſent for Vaſhti, but ſhe came not : 

By Vaſhries pattern others will be taught ; 
Tous her example's fouler than her fault : 

Now thereſore if it libe our gratious King, 
(Since he refers to us the cenſuring ) 

Let bim proclaim ( which untranſgreſſed be ) 
His Royal Edit, and bis juſt Decree, © 
That Vaſhti come no more before his face, 

But leave the titles of her Princely place : 

Lit firm divorce unlooſe the Nuptial Knot, 

And let the name of Queen be quits forgot - 
Let hey Eſtate, and Princely dignity, 

Her Royal Crown, and ſeat aſſigned be 

To one whoſe ſacred vertue ſhall attain 

As high perfefiion, as her bold diſdain : 

So when this Royal Edit ſhall be faw'd, 
And through the (euveral Provinces proclaim'd, 
Diſdainful Wives ſhall learn, by Vaſhties fall, 
To anſwer gently to their Husbands call, 

Thus ended Memucan, the King was pleas'd 
(His bluſtring paſſion now at Jength appeas'd) 
And ſoon appli'd himſelf to undertake, 

To pur 1n pra&ice whar his Council ſpake - 
So into every Province of the Land, 
He ſent his ſpeedy Letters, with command 


— ee ocene_ 


Armed” pn ——; 5a, 


w__— SID I eroeg eee nn 


| 

ira 

ji 
; 
| 
fl 
i 
F j 
fl 
1 


=> 428-5; ec 


hits we / 
IO CEIISST 
CE SER mn To ; 


The H:ftovy of Queen ESTHER. © IQ3 


Ther Hudbancds rite their Wives, and bear the ſway, - - 
And by {uujectiou teach their Wives © obey. 


_ 


Meditat. I11. 


WY Hen God with ſacred breath did firſt inſpire ' 

The new made earth,wirch quick, andholy fire ; 
He (well adviſing what a goodly creature 
He builded had, fo like himſelf in feature) 
Forthwith concluded by his preſervation 
T* eternize that great work of Mans creation ; 
Into a ſleep he caſt this living clay, | 
Lockt up his ſenſe with drouzy Morphers key, 
Opened his fruitful flank, and from his ſide 
He drew the ſubſtance of his helpful Bride, 
Fleſh of his fleſh, and bone made of his bone, 
He framed woman, making two of one , 
Thus broke in two, he did a new ordain 
That theſe ſame two, ſhould be made one again, 
Till ſingling Death this ſacred knot undo, 
And part this new-made our Once more in two. 

Since of a Rib firſt framed was a wife, 
Let Ribs be Hrroglyphicks of their life - 
Ribs coaſt the heart, and guard it round abont, 
And like a render watch Gs danger out: 
So tender wives ſhould loyally imparc 
Their watchful care, to fence their [pouſes heart: 
All members elſe from out their places rove, 
But Ribs are firmly fixt, and ſeldom move: 
Women (like Ribs) muſt keep their wonted home, 
And not (like Dinah that was raviſht) rome : 
If Ribs be over-bent, or handled rough, 
They break ; If letalone, they bend cnough 3 
Women muſt (unconſtrain'd) be pliant ſhll, 
And gently bending to their Habends will ; 
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'TO04 The Hiſtory of Queen EST HER. 
The ſacred Academy of man's life, 
Ts holy wedlock in a happy wife. 

It was a wiſe man's ſpeech, Could never they 
Know to command, that knew not firft t'obey - 
Where's then that high command? that ample fame 
Your ſex, to glorifie their honor'd name, 

Your noble ſex in former days atchiev'd ? 
Whoſe ſounding praiſe no after-times out-liv'd. 
What brave exploits, what well-deſerving glory, 
20 ſubje& of an everlaſting ſtory, 

heir hands atchiev'd ? they thruſt their Scepters then 
As well in Kingdoms, as in hearts of men : 
And ſweet obedience was the lowly ſtair, 
Mounted their ſteps to that commanding chair, 

A Womans rule ſhould be in ſuch a faſhion, 
Only to guide her houſhold, and her paſſion : 
And her obedience never's out of ſeaſon, 

So long as either Husband laſts, or Reaſon : 
Ill rhrives the hapleſs Family, that ſhows 

A Cock thar's ſilent , and a Hen that crows : 
_ not which live more unnatural lives, 
Obeying Husbands, or commanding Wives. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Aſiuerus pleas'd; hy ſervants motion 
Propounded, gains his approbation. 
Eſthers deſcent, her ' Jewiſh race ; 
Her beauties, and her perjett gracts 


SECT. IV. 
\ N Hen Time (that endeth all things) did aſſwage 
The burning Fever of Aſſuerus rage, | k 
: as 
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And quiet ſatisfa&ion had aflign'd 
Delightful Julips to his troubled mind, * 
He call'd his old remembrance to account 
Of Yaſhti, and her crimes that did amount 
To th' ſum of her divorcement 3 In his thought 
He weigh'd the cenſure of her heedlefs fault : 
His fawning ſervants willing to prevent him, 
Leſt roo much thought ſhould make his love repent him, 
Said thus : (1f it ſhould pleaſe our gracious Lord 
To crown with audience hu ſervants word) 
Let ſfirit inqueſt, and careful inquiſition 
In all the Realm ve made, and quick proviſien 
Throughout the Medes and Perſians all along 
For comely Virgins, beautiful and young, 
Which curiouſly ſelefied, let them bring, 
Into th? Royal- Palace of the King : 
And let the Eunuchs of the King take car? 
For Prancely Robes, and Vefture, and prepare 
Sweet Odours, choice Perſumes, and all things meet, 
To add a greater ſweetneſs to their ſweet : 
And ſhe, whoſe perfef# beams ſhall beſt delight, 
And ſeem moFft gracious in his Prancely foght 3 
To her be given the conqueſt of her face, 
And be enthron'd in ſcornſul Vaſhries place. 
The projed& pleas'd the King, who ſtrazghr requires 
That ſtri& performance ſecond their defires. 
Within the walls of Sz/a dwelt there one, 
By breeding, and by birth a Jew, and known 
By th' name of Mordecaz, of mighty kin, 
Deſcended from the Tribe of Benjamin : 
(Whoſe neck was ſubje& to the ſlaviſh yoke, 
When ZFechonia was ſurpriz'd ahd took, 
And carried captive into. Babels Land, 
With ſtrength of mighty Neb'chadnexzars hand) . . 
Within his houſe abode a Virgin bright, | 
Whoſe name was Eſther, or Hadaſſa hight, 
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His brothers daughter, whom (her Parents dead) 
This Jew did foſter in her Fathers ſtead ; 

She wanted none, though father ſhe had none, 
Her Unkles love aſſum'd her for higown : 
Bright beams of beauty ſtreafned from her eye, 
And in her check (ate maiden modeſty ; 

Which peerleſs beauty lent fo kind a relliſh 

To modeſt virtue, that rhey did imbelliſh 

Each other ex'lence, with a full aſſent, 

In her to beaſt their perfe&t complement. 


|—— 


Meditat. IV. 


T HE ſtrongeſt Arteries that knit and tie 
The members of a mixed Monarchy, 

Are learned Counſc!s, timely Conſultations, 
Rip'ned Advice, and ſage Deliberations 

And if thoſe Kingdoms be but 1l! be-bleſt, 
Whoſe rule's committed to a young man's breſt ; 
Then ſuch Eſtates are more unhappy far, 
Whoſe choiceſt Councellors but Children are : 
How many Kingdoms bleſt with high renown, 
(In al! things happy elſe) have plac'd their Crown 
Upon the Temples of a childiſh head, 

Unnl with ruine, King, or State be ſped ; 
What Maſſacres (begun by fa&ious jars, 

And endedby the ſpoil of Civil wars) 

Have made brave Monarchies unfortunate, 

And raz'd the glory of many a mighty ſtate ? 
How many hopeful Princes (1ll adv1s'd 

By young and ſmooth-fac'd Council) have deſpis'd 
The ſacred Oracles of riper years, 

Till dear Repentance waſh the Land with tears.? 
Witneſs thou luckleſs, and ſucceeding Son 

Of (Wiſdoms Fayorne) great Solomon 3 
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How did thy raſh and beardleſs Council bring 
Thy fortunes ſubje& to a ſtranger King ? 
And laying burthens to thy peoples neck, 
The weight hnng ſadly on thy bended back. 
Thon ſecond ?/:bar4, once our Britain King, 
(Whoſe Syre's and Gran ifir's fame the world did ring) 
How was thy, ventle narure led afide | 
By green adviſemenrs which thr ſtate did guide, 
Unril the title of th: Crown did crack, 
And fortunes (5 thy Fathers name) ware black ? 
Now glorious Britazn, clap thy hands, and bleſs 
Thy ſacred fortunes ; for thy happineſs 
(As doth thy Ifland) does it ſelf divide, 
And ſequeſters from all the world befide; 
Bleſt are thy open Gates with joyful peace, 
Bleſt are thy fruitful Barns with ſweer increaſe, 
Bleſt in thy Council, whoſe induſtrious kill 
Is but to make thy fortunes happy ſhill: 
In all things bleſt, that to a ſtare pertain; 
Thrice happy in my dreaded Sovereign, 
My ſacred Sov'reign in whoſe only breſt 
A wiſe AfſembP or Privy Councils reſt, 
Who conquers with his Princely hear: as far 
By peace, as Alexander did by war 3 
And with his Olive branch more hearts did board, 
Than daring Ceſar did, with Ceſars ſword: | 
Long maiſt thou hold within thy Royal hand 
The peaceful Scepter of our happy Land : 
Great 7udah's Lion, and the Flow'r of 7ſt, 
Preſerve thy Lions, and thy Flowers bleſs. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Fair Virgins brought to Hege's hand, 
The cufiom of the Perſian Land : 
Eſthers negle&? of rich attire , 

To whet the wanton Kings deſire, 


=P 


SECT. YP. 


; N D when the luſtful Kings Decree was read 
In every car, and ſhire proclaim'd and ſpread, 

Forthwith. unto the Eunuch Hege's hand, 

The Bevy came, the pride of beauties band, 

Armed with joy, and warring with their eyes, 

To gain the Conqueſt of a Princely prize : 

But none in peerleſs beauty ſhin'd fo bright 

As lovely Eſther did in Hege's ſight: 

In loyal ſervice he obſerved her; 

He ſent for coſtly Olles, and fragrant Myrrhe, 

© To fit her for the preſence of the King : 

Rich Tires, and change of Veſture did he bring ; 

Seven comely maids he gave to tend upon her, 

To ſhew his ſervice, and increaſe her honour ; 

But ſhe was watchful of her lips, and wiſe, 

Diſclofing nor her kindred, or allies, 

For truſty Mordocheus tender care 

Gave hopeful Eſther Items to beware 

To blaze her kin, or make her People known, 

Leſt for their ſakes her hopes be overthrown. 

Before the Gates he to and fro did paſs, 

Wherein inclos'd the Courtly Eſther was, 

"To utderſtand how Efther did behave her, 

And how ſhe keptcher in the Eunuchs favour. 
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Now when as time had fitted every thing, 

By courſe theſe Virgins came before the King. 

Such was the cuſtome of the Perſian ſoil, 

Six months the Virgins bath'd in Myrrh and Oil, 

Six months perfum'd in change of odours feet, 

That perfect luſt, and great exceſs may meet 

What coſtly robes, rare jewels, rich attire, 

Or curious fare, theſe Virgins did defire, 

'Twas given, and freely granted, when they bring 

Their bodies to be proſtrate to the King : 

Each Virgin keeps her turn, and all the night 

They lewdly lavifh in the Kings delight : 

As ſoon as morning ſhall reſtore the day, | 

They in their boſoms bear. black night away, 

And (in their guily breaſts, as do their ſins, 

Cloſe PR in the houſe of Concubins 

Remain, untif rhe ſariate King ſhall pleaſe 

To lend their pamper'd bodies a releaſe, | 
Now when the turn of Eſther was at hand, ., . 

To farisfie the wanton King's command, _',* 

She ſought nor. (as the reſt) with brave attire * 

To lend a needleſs ſpur © unchaſte defire, 

Nor yet endeavors with a-whoriſh. Grace, 

T' adulterate the. beauty of her face 3 7; pop 

Nothing ſhe {onght to make her glory braver, 

Bur ſimply rook whar gentle Hepe gave her : 

Her ſober yiſage daily wan her honour: © 

Each yandring eye inflam'd, that lookt upon her.” * ' 


j , 


” 
2. 
w- __ * __— 


 Melitats"'V- > Eft þ 
Hen God had with his All-producing Blaſt 
Blown up the bubble of the world,and-plaC'd- 
In order that, which he had made in mealure, /*.' © * 
AS well for-neceſlary uſe, as pleaure : [As 2 33:41 
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Then our of carthly mould he fram'd a creature, 
Far more Divine, and' of more glorious feature , 
Than erſt he'made, indu'd with underſtanding, 
With ſtrength,vi&orious,and with awe commanding, 
With Reaſon, wit, repleat with Majefty, | 
With heavenly Knowldge, - and Capacity, 
True embleme of his maker : Him he made 
The Soy reign Lord of all : Him all obey'd; 
Yielding their lives as tribute to their King : - 
Both Fiſh, and Bird, and Beaſt, and every thing : 
His body's rear'd upright, and in his eye ' 
Stand radiant beams of awful ſoy'reignty 3 
All creatures elſe pore downward to the ground, 
Man looks to Heaven, and all his thoughts rebound, 
Upon the Earth (where tides of pleaſures meet) 
He treads and daily iramples with his feet z _ 
Which reads ſweet LeAures to his wandring eyes; 
And teach his luſtful heart ro moralize : _.,,.. 
Naked he liv'd, naked to the world he came 3 - 
For he had then no fault to hide, nor ſhame ; 
His ſtate was level, and he had free-will * 
' To ſtand or fall, unforc'd to good or ill: 
Man had (ſuch ſtare he was created in) 
Within his pow'r, a power not to fin:  _. 
But Man was tempted, yielded, finn'd, and fell, 
Abug'd his free-will, loſt it, then befel | 
A worſe ſucceeding ſtate z who was created 
Compleat, is now become poor, blind, and naked : 
He's drawn with head-ſtrong bias unto 111, | 
Bereft of a&ive pow'r . to will, or nill; 
A bleſſed Saint's become a baleful Devil, 
His freer-will's only ſtinted'now to evil: * 
Pleaſure's his Lord, and in his Ladies eyes -| 
His Cryſtal Temple of Devotion lies: . 1 + 
Pleaſure's the white, whereat he takes the leyel,,.. .. 
_ Which (roo much wronged with the name of evil} _ 
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With beſt of bleſſmgs takes her lofty ſear, 

Greareſt of goods, and ſeeming beſt of great ; 

What's good (like Iron) ruſts for wanc of uſe, 

And what 1s bad, 1s worſed with abuſe ; 

Pleaſure, whole apt, and right ordained end 

Is but to ſweeten labour, and attend 

The frailty of man, 1s now preferr'd ſo high, 

To be his Lord, and bear the Sov'reignty, 

Ruling his laviſh thoughts, ignoble a&1ons, 

And gains the conqueſt of his beſt affeions, 

Sparing no coſt to bolſter up delight, 

Bur force vain pleaſures ro unwonred height. 
Who adds excels unto a luſtful heart, 
Commits a coſtly fin, with greater Art. 


— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Eſther's belov'd, wedaed, crown'd ; 
A Treaſon, Mordecal betrayed ; 
Tye Traytors are purſi'd, and found, 
And for that Treaſon well apaid. 


SECT. YL. 


Ow, now the time 1s come, fair Eſther muſt 
Expofe her beauty to the Lechers luſt ; 
Now, now muſt. Eſther ſtake her honor dewn, 
And hazard Chaſtity, to gain a Crown 
Gone, gone fhe 1s attended to the Courr, 
And ſpends the evening in the Princes ſpore : 
As when a Lady (walking Flora's Bowr) 
Picks here a Pink, and there a Gilly-flower, 
Now plucksa-VYtet from her purple bed, - 
And then a Priniroſe (the years Maiden-head?) Us : 
ere 
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There, nips the Briar ; here, the Lovers Pauncy, 

Shifting her dainty Pleaſures, with her Fancy : 

This on her arm, arid that ſhe liſts to wear 

Upon the borders of her curious hatr 3 

Ar length, a Roſe-bud (paſfing all the reſt) 

She plucks, and boſoms 1n her Lilly breſt ; 

So when Aſſuerus (tickled with _ 

Perceiy'd the beauties of thoſe Virgins bright, 

He lik'd them all, but when with ſtri& revie 

He viewed Eſthers face, his wounded eye 

Sparkled, whilſt Cupid with his youthful Dart 

Transfixt the Center of his feeble heart ; 

Efiher is now his joy, and in her eyes - 

The ſweeteſt flower of his Garland lies : 

Who now but Ether 2 Efther crowns his bliſs, 

And he's become her priſoner, that was his : 

Efther obtains the prize, her high deſert _ 

Like DYmond's richly: mounted 1n his heart 

18, now 16 Hymen ſing, for ſhe es. * 

That crowns his joy, muſt likewiſe crowned be ; 

The Crown 1s ſet on Princely Eſthers head, 

Eſther fits Queen, in ſcornful Yaſhtzes ſtead. 
To conſecrate this day to more delights, 

In due folemnizing the Nuprial Rites, 

In Eſthers name, Aſſ#erus made a Feaſt, 

Invited all his Princes,«and releaſt 

The hard taxation that his heavy hand 

Laid on the ſubje&s of hs groaning Land ; 

-No rites were wanting to augment his joys, 

Great gifts confirm'd the. bounty of his choice ; 

Yer had not Efthers laviſh tongue deſcr!' 

Her Jewiſh Kin, or where ſhe was all'd 3 

For ſtill the words of Mordecaz did reſt 

Within the Cabbin of her Royal breſt, -.. 

Who was as pliant (being now a Queen) 

To ſage adyice as e'r before ſhe'd been, 
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, Trcame to-paſs as Mordocheus fate . 
Within the Portal of the Princes gare, 
He heard two ſervants of the .King, 
Cloſely combin'd in hollow whiſpering, 
( Like whiſtling Notus -that foretels a rain) , 
To breath.out treaſon 'gainſt their Sovereign : 
Which, ſoon as loyal Mordochexs heard 3 
Forthwith tro Eſthers preſence he repair'd 3 
Diſclos'd to her, and to her care commended 
The Traitors,and the treaſon they intended: 
Whereat the Queen ( impatient of delay) 
Betray'd the Traytors, thar would her betray, 
And to the King unboſom'd all her. heart, 
And who her News-man was, . and his deſert. 
Now all in hurly-burly was the Court, 
All rongues were fird with wonder, and report : 
The watch was ſet, purſuir was made abour, 
To guard the King, and find the. Trayrors out : 
Who found, and guilty found,. by ſpeedy trial, 
{Where witneſs ſpeaks, what boots a bare denial ?)} 
Were both hanged upon the ſhameful tree : 
( To bear ſuch. fruit let trees ne'r barren be ; ) 
And whar ſucceſs this happy Day afforded, 
Was 1n the Perſian Chronicles recorded. 


A | dl 


—— 


Meditat. y FA 


H E hollow Concave of a. humane breaſt, 
Is God's Exchequer, and therein: the beſt 
And ſum of all his chiefeſt wealth confiſts, ; . , 
Which he ſhurs up, and opens when he liſts : 
No power 1s of man 3 to loye or hate, - 
Lies not in morals breſt, or pow'r of Fate: 
Man wants the ſirength to ſway his ſtrong affeRians,. 


What power js. 15s from Diyine dire&ions ; io 
I Which 
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Which oft (unſeen thronghdulnefs of the mind) 
We nick-name Chance, hecdvſe our ſelves are blind : 
And that's the cauſe, . man's firſt beholding eye 
Oft loves, or hates; and knows no reaſoh why. 
"Twas not the brightneſs of -Rebecca's face, 
Or ſervants ſkill, .that wan the Virgnis grace 3 
"Twas not the wiſh or wealth of Abraham, 
Or 1ſaac's fortune, or renowed name , 
His comely perſonage, or his high deſert, 
Ohtain'd the conqueſt of Rebecca's heart : 
Old Ahra'm wifht, 1n ſecret God directed 3. 
"Twas Abra'm us'd the. means, *twas God effeced. 
Beſt marriages are made in Heaven 3 In Heavet 
The hearts are joyn'd ;. in Earth the hands are given ; 
Firſt God ordains, then: man confirms the Love, 
Procl:1ming that on Earth was done above. 
*Twas not the ſharpneſs of thy wandring eye, 


(Great King Afſurrus) to pick Majeſt 
y " y 


| From out the ſadneſs of a Captives face 3 
*Tw45 not alone thy chuſing, nor her grace 3 
Who mounts the rneek, and bears the lofly down, 
Gave thee.the hearr to chuſe, gave her the Crown. 
Who bleſt, thy forrunes.with a ſecond wife, 
He bleſt thy fortunes with a.ſecond life 
_That breaſt that entertain'd ſo ſweet a Bride, 
Stood f.ir to Treaſon, (by her means deſcri'd ; 
With double fortunes,” wert thou doubly bleſt, 
To find fo fair, and ſcape fo foul a gueſt. 
Thou aged Father of our-years and hours, 
For thou as well difcover'ſt as devours)- 
earch ſtil] the entratls of thy juſt Records, 
Wherein are entred the diurnal words 
And deeds of morral men ; bring (thou) to light 
All treach'rous proje&s mann'd by craft or might : 
With Tow'rs of bras, their faithful hearts 1mboſs 
That bear the Chriſtian colourk of the Croſs, 
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| And thou preſerve of all chortal things, 
Within whoſe hands are plac'd the hears of Kings 3 
By whom all. Kingdoms ſtand, and Princes reign, 
Preſerve thy.CHAR LES, and my dear Sovereign ; 
Ler Traitors plots, like wandring Atoms flie, / 
And on their heads pay tenfold uſury ; 
His boſom tutor, and his ſafery tender : 
O be thou his, as he's thy Faith's Defender: 
That thou jn him, and he in thee may reſt, 
And we of both miy live and die poſleſt. 


I 
THE ARGUMENT. 


The line of Haman, and his race : 
Hu fortunes in the Princely grace : 
Hu rage to Mordecal expre#t, 


Not bowing to him, as the veft. 


- A.) ag: 28 ak 7M. I'LSm 13% 295 ; 


SECT. VII. 


PON a time,' to Perſa”s Royal Court, 
A foregin ſtrafger uſed to reſort, 
He was the Iſſue of a Royal breed, | 
The off-caſt off-ſpring of the curſed ſeed . 
Of Amaleh, from his deſcended right, 
Thar ſold his birth-right for his Appetite : 
Haman his name His fortunes did improve, 
Increaſt by favour of the Princes love: 
Full great he grew, preferr'd ro high command, 
And plac'd before the. Princes of the Land : 
And fince that honour and :due reverence 
Belong where Princes give pre-eminence  - 
The Kgng:commands,the ſervants of his State 
. To ſint relpe& ro Hamens high eftare, 
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And do him honour fitting his degree, 
With vailed bonnet, and low hended knee : 
They all obſerv'd ; but aged Mordecaz 

(Whoſe ſtubborn joynts negleGed ro obey 

The ſeed which Heaven with infamy had branded) 
Stoutly refaſed what the King commanded ; 
Which when the ſervants of the King had (cen, 
Their fell diſdain mixt with an envious ſpleen, 
Inflam'd 3 they queſtion'd how he durſt withſtand 
The juſt performance of the King's Command: 
Daily they check'd him for his high diſdain, 

And he their check did daily entertain 
. With filent ſlight behaviour, which did prove 
As full of care, as their rebukes of love. 

Since then their hearts (nor able to abide 

A longer ſufferance of his peeviſh =) 
(Whoſe ſcorching fires, paſſion did augment) 
Muſt either break, or find a ſpeedy vent - 

To Haman they th' unwelcome news related 
And what they (aid their malice aggravated, 
Envy did ope her ſnake-devoring jaws 

Foam'd frothy.blood,and bent her uncked paws, 
Her hollow eyes did caſt out ſudden flame, 

And pale as aſhes look'd this angry Dame, 

And thus beſpake : Art thou that man of might, 
That Imp of Glory? Times great Favourite ? 
Hath thy deſerved worth reſtor'd again 

The blemiſht henour of thy Princely flrain ? 

Art thow that Wonder which the Perſian State 
Stands gexghg at ſo much, and. pointing at ? 
Filling alt wondring eyes with admiration, 
And every loyal heart with Adoration ? | 

Art thou that mighty He? How haps # then 
That wretched Mordecal, the worfl of men, 

A captive ſlave, a ſuperflitious ew, 

Slights thee, and robs thee of thy rightſul ane ? 
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Nov was bus fault deſien'd with Ignorance, 
( The unſer'd Advocate of fin ) or Chance ; 
But backt with arrogance and foul deſÞight : 
Riſe up, and do thy ſuff ring honour right. 

Up (like his deep Revenge) roſe #amar then, 
And like a ſleeping Lion from his den, 

Rouz'd his reſentle(s rage 3 But when his eye 
Confirm'd the news ; Report did teſtifie, 

His reaſon ſtraight was heav'd from off his hinge, 
And fury rounded in his ear Revenge, . 

And ( like a raſh Adviſer) thus began: 

There's nothing (Haman) zs more dear to man, 
And cools bis boyling veins with ſweeter pleaſure , 
Than quick revenge ; for to revenge by leiſure, 
Is but like feeding when the flomach's pat, 
Pleaſing not eager appetite , nor taſte : 

Tet when delay returns Revenge the greater, 

Like poynant ſauce, it makes the meat the ſmpceter 3 
It fits not th Honour of thy perſonage, 

Nor ſtands it with thy Greatueſs, to ingage 

Thy noble thoughts, to make Revenge ſo poor, 

To be Reveng'd on one alone : thy ſore 

Needs many plaifters : make thy Honour good, 
Not with a drop, but with a World of blod : 
Borrow the Scythe of time, and let thy paſſion? 
Mow down thy Fewiſh Foe, with all his Nation. 


— 


Meditat. V1 I. 


þ ie God for curſed 4malek ? That hand, 
That once did curſe, doth now the curſe withſtand ; 
Is God unjuſt ? Is Juſtice fled from Heaven? 
Or are the righteous Ballances un-even ? EN 
Is this that Juft Jehovah's ſacred word 
 Firmly inrold within the _ Record: 
« % : 3 
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Ti fight with Amalek, deſtroy bis Nation, ©. | 

And from remembrance blot. his Generation *? 

What ſhall his curſe to 4maleh be void ? EW 

And with thoſe plagues ſhall I{r'el be  deftray'd ?. 

Ah ſooner ſhall the ſprightful flames of fire. - + , - 

Deſcend and moiſten, and duli”Earth aſpire, . 

And with her drineſs quench fair- Titans heat; © _.. 

Than ſhall thy words, and.juſt Decrees retreaj:,. 

The day (as weary of hjs byrthen) tires ; .; .- 

The year (full laden wih her months) Exp 

The heav*ns (grown great wth age) nuſt an decay; 

The pond'rous earth in yyme ſhall paſs away 

But yet thy ſacred words ſhall alway flouriſh, 

Though days,and years, and Heayen, and Earth do periſh, 
How perks proud Haway. then ? what profp'tous fate 

Exalts his Pagan head ? How fortunate . 

Hath favour crawn'd his times ? Hath God decreed.. 

No other gyr{c- upon that, canſed feed ? _ _...._ 

The mortal eye of man cayfhut perceive . . 

Things preſent. when his heart cannot conceive, _ 

He's either by hjs ourwarg (&g(es guided, , . - 

Or like a ure, leaves 1t yndecided : \ 

The fleſhly.eye that lends a feeble fight, | 

Fails in extent, and hath no further night 

Than to attain the objedt, and there ends , 

His offiee, and of whart jt apprehends, _ 

Acquaints the underſtanding, which conceives, 

And deſcants on that thing the fight perceives, 

Or good, - or bad ; unable to.projet 

The juſt occaſion, or the true effeR : 

Man ſeekslike man, and cav tut comprehend: © i” | 

Things. as they, preſent are, {nat asthey end; . 

God ſees a King's heart in a Shepherds breaſt, : 

And in a mighty King he ſees a Beaſt : 7/1 57 

?Tis not the ſpring tide of :anchigh eſtate --..; | 

Creates a man {(thoughdeeming): Fortunates;:i 1 


There foats a {eum, ay FAR Gexeration , E. 6 
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The blaze of Hogopr, Fortunes fiveet exceſs, 
Doundeſerve the name of Happineſs : 

The frowns of indyſpoſed Forrunc. makes 
Man poor, hyt not unhappy- He thar takes 
Her checks with patience, leaves the name of panes 
And lets in fortyne at a backer door. _. 
Lord, let my fortunes be-rich, qr poor : 
If ſmall, the leſs cnn, if ow the more, 


- 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Unto the King proud Haman ſues, 
For the deſtruttion of the Jews : 

The King conſents, and in his name 
Decrets were ſent t effett the ſamt. 


IR 


- SECK F1Tk. 

Ow when the year had rurn'd his courſe about, 
N And fully worn his weary ; hours our, 
And left his chkng travel to-his heir, 
That now ſets ſer tro the enſuing year, 
Proud Hojpap ,(pain'd wirh travail in the birth, 
Till after-tir 4-2-1 ring his miſchief forth ) 
Caſt Lots, 'from'm le to manth, from day to day, 

Fg | Forruye FOE "Þ 


So Haman, Jed Fu CNA _ 1 
(Cloaking with. ivate Hate 

In og ah gi Fo os Top d a reliſh, 
Unto the King,” ws fee gid thus 3mbelliſh :; 
Upon the limits of this ba py Nation , 


Diſbers'd, 
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Diſpersd, defpis'd, and noyſome to the Land, 
And Refraftory to the Laws, to thy Command, 
Not Ftoopang to thy Power, but deſpiſing © 
All Government, but of their own deviſing, 
Which - ftirs the glowing embers of diviſion, 

The hateful mother of a States perdition, 

The which (not ſoon redreft by Reformatian) 

Will rutne - breed, to thee and to thy Nation, 

' Begetting Rebels, and ſeditious broils, | 
And fill thy peaceſul Land with bloody ſpoils : 
Now therefore, if it pleaſe my gracious Lord 

To right this grievance with his Princely ſword, 
That death and equal Fuftice may o'rwhelm 

The ſecret Ruiners of thy ſacred Realm, 
Unto the Royal Treaſure of the King 

Ten thouſand Silver talents will 1 bring. 

Then gave the King from off his heedleſs hand 
His Ring to Haman, with that Ring command, *' 
And faid : Thy proffer'd wealth thy ſelf poſſeſs 3 = 
Tet be thy juſt petition nertheleſs | 
Entirely granted. Lo ! before thy face 
Thy vaſſals lie, with all their rebel race; 

Thine be the People, and the power thine 

T” allot theſe Rebels their deſerved Fine. 
Forthwith the Scribes were fummon'd/ to appear, 
Decrees were written, ſent to every Shire, ' 
* Foall Lieurenants, Captains of the Band , 

And all the Provinces throughout the Land 

Sril'd in the name and perſon of the King, 

And made authentick with his Royal Ring ; 

By ſpeedy Poſt-men were the Letters ſent ; ' 

' And this the ſum 1s of their fad content : 


ASSUERUS RERX. 


Let tw'ry Province in the Perſian Land 
( Upon the day prifixt) prepare bis hand 
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To make the Channels flow with Rebels blood, 

And from the Earth to root the Jewiſh brood 

Axd let the ſoftneſs of no partial heart, 

Through melting pity, love or falſe dejert, 

Spare either young, or old, or man, or woman, 

But like their ſaults, ſo let their plagues be common. 
Decretd, and fjened by our Princely Grace, 

And given at Shuſhan f7om our Royal Place. 

So Haman fill'd with toy, (his fortunes bleſt 
With fair ſucceſs of kis ſo foul requeſt) 
Laid care afide to ſleep, and with the King 
Conlum'd the time in jolly banquetting : 

Mean while the Jews (the poor afflifted Jews,” 
Perplext and ſtartled with the new-bred news) - 
With droo Ing heads and ſelf embracing arms, 


» 


Wept forth the Dirge of their enſuing harms. 


Meditat. V11k 
OO F all Diſeaſes in a Publick weal, 
© one more dangerous, and hard to heal, 

(Except a tyrant King) than when great might = 
Is truſted to the hands, that rake delight 
To bathe and paddle in the blood of thoſe 
Whom jealoufics, and not juſt cauſe oppoſe : 
For when as haughty power 15 conjoyn'd 
Unto the will of a diſtemper'd mind, 
Whart e'r it can, it will, and what it will, 
It in it ſelf hath power to fulfil: 
What miſchief then can linger, unattempted ? 
What baſe attempts caf happen unprevented ? 
Statutes muſt break, good Laws muſt go to wrack, 
And (like a Bow that's overbent) muſt crack : 

uſtice (the life of Law) becomes ſo furious, 

(over-doing right) it proves injurious: 
Mercy: 
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Mercy (the Stear of Juſtice) flies the ny | 
And falſly muſt he term 'd 2 fooliſh : 
Mean whnle the gracioys Princeſs un 24 breaſt 
( Gently poſſeſt with nothing bur the beſt 


Of the diſguis'd difſembler ) 1s abus'd, - 
And made the cloak, wherewith his fault's excugd. 
The radiant beams that warm, and ſhine ſo bright, 
Comfort this lower world with heat and light, 
But drawn, and recolleFed in a glaG, 
They burn, and their appointed "0 5. 
Even ſo the power from.the Princes "=4 jg 
Dire&s the ſubje& with a ſweet command': 
But to perverſe faoraſticks if conferr'd, j 31 ac hs 
Whom wealth, or blinded forrune hath preferr'd; 
It ſpurs on wrong, 'and makes the r Dur retire, , 
And ſers the grumbling Common-w i fire: | 
Their foul intent, the Common good adi 
And wich that good they mask-their private ends ; 
Their glory's dim, and cann't.be underſtood, 
Unleſs ir ſhine in pride, or fwim in blood : 
Their will's a Lan, ax miſchief Policy, : -. { 
Their frawns are death,, Hex power ryranny 
Nl thrives the State chat har 
That can what e'r the wills ;,.wall: 

gp all hula 
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Her ſnaky fleece. Thus, thus in a happy peace 
He rules, tro make our happineſs 1ncreale, _ 
Dires with loye, H—— with Princely awe, 
And in his breaſt he bears aliving Law ; 

Defend us thqu, and Heavens thee defend, 

And let proud Haman have proud Hamar's end, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Jews and Mordecat lament, 
And wail the height of thiir difireſſes : 
Bnz Moxdecaj the Qizen poſſeſſes, 
With cruel Haman' oe intent. 


N O W when as Fame {ihe Lnighrer of the Earth 
Newly diſ-burtheg'd of her plumed birth) 
From off her Turrets did her wings diſplay, 

And pearchr jn the fad cars of” TE ; 1 

He rent his garments, wearing in their fea 
Diſtreſſed Skeloth: on his fainting head 

He ſtrowed Duft, and from his bs: ring eyes 
Ran floods of ſorrow, and wich bicter cries *; *" 
His grief falured Heaven; = oats = borrow 

No Art to dravw the true pourtraid of ſorrow : © 
Nor yet within his troubled breaſt alone, 

( Too ſmall a ſtage for for grief to trample on) 

Did tyrant ſorrow Cn r rely $ Scene, . 

But did infarge (ſuch grief admits no mean) 

The lawleſs 5 Ci of her. Theatre 

Pth' hearts.of k che Jet Nation, where 


( With no difſemhled 48ion) the re | 
The ve br 
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Forthwith he poſteth to the Palace gate, 
T* acquaint Queen Eſther with his fad eſtate, 
But found no entrance: for the Perſian Court 
Gave welcome to delights, and youthful ſport, 
To jolly mirth, and ſuch delightful things : 
Soft raiment beſt befits the Courts of Kings : 
There lies no welcome for a whining face, 
A mourning habit ſuits no Princely place : 
Which when the Maids, and Eunuchs of the Queen 
(Unable of themſelves to help) had ſeen, | 
Their Royal Miſtreſs ſtraight they did acquaint 
With the dum ſhew of her ſad Cozens plaint; 
Whereat (till now a ſtranger to the cauſe) 
Perplext and forced by the tender Laws 
Of dear affe&ion, her gentle heart 
Did ſympathize with his conceived ſmart : 
She ſent him change of raiment to pur on, 
Fo vail his grief, but he received none z 
Then (ſore diſmai'd, impatient to forbear 
The knowledge of the thing ſhe fear'd to hear ) 
She ſent her ſervant to him, to importune, 
What ſudden Chance, or what difaftrous fortune 
Had caus'd this ſtrange and ill-apparelf'd grief, 
That ſhe ( if in her lies ) may ſend relief : 
To whom his ſorrows made this ſad Relation: 
And this the tenour of his Declaration: 

Haman's (that curſed Haman's) haughty pride, 
( Becauſe my knee deſervedly deni'd 
To make an Tdol of bis greatneſs) hath 
Incenft the fury of bis jealous wrath, 
And proffe'd laviſh bribes to buy the blood 
Of me, and all the faithſul Fewiſh brood : 
Lo, here the Copy, granted by the King , 
StiÞd in his name, confirmed with his Ring < 
By vertue of the which, into bis hands, 
Curfi Haman hath ingroft ot lives, our lands : 


\ OOESat”" wal 
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Go tell the "Iy 3t refleth in ber powers 
To belp; the caſe is bers, as well as ours © 


Go tell my Coxen Queen, it 1s her charge 

To uſe the means whereby ſhe may inlarge 

Her aged Kanſman's life, and all ber Nation ; 
Preſerring to the King ber ſupplication. 


—_— — "= 


Meditat. 1 X. 


\ AN FG hopes tr attain the ſweet Elyſian La 
To reap the harveſt of his well-ſpent ral 


Muſt paſs the joyleſs ſtreams of Acheron, 

The ſcorching waves of burning Phlegetoh, 

And fable billows of the Stygtan Lake: 

Thus fiveet with ſowr each mortal muſt partake. 
Whar joyful Harveſter did e'r obtain _ 

The ſweet fruition of his hopeful gain, 

Until his hardy labors firſt had paſt 

The ſummers heat, and ſtormy winters blaſt ; 

A fable night returns a ſhining morrow; 

And days of joy enſue fad nights of ſorrow : 

The way to bliſs lies not on beds of Down, 

And he that had no Croſs, deferves no Crown : 
There's bur one Heayen, one place of perfe& eaſe, 
In man it lies, to take it where he pleaſe, 

Above, or here below : and few men do 

Enjoy the one, and taſte the other roo : 
Sweating, and conſtant labor wins the Goal 

Of reſt ; AﬀiRions clarifie the ſoul, | 

And like hard Maſters, give more hard dirc&ions, 
Tur'ring the nonage of uncurb'd affe&tions : 
Wiſdom (the Antidote of fad deſpair) 

Makes ſharp Afflitions ſeem not as they are, 
Through patient ſufferance 3 and doth apprehend, 
Not as tliey ſeeming are, bur as they end : 


To 
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To hear afii&ion ith, a betidef brow, 
Or ſtubborn heart, 'is bit xo difalſow 
The ſpeedy means to health ; ſalve heals no ſore, 
If miſappli'd, but makes the prief the mote 3 
Who ſends Afﬀition, fends an ehd, arid He 
Beſt knows what's beſt for hini, what's beſt for rhe : 
*Tis not for me to carve me where I like; -.... 
Him pleaſes when he liſt to ſtroke or ſtrike : 
Tll neither. wiſh, nor yer avoid tefration, 
Burt ſtill expe& it, and make preparation : 
If he think beſt, my Faith ſhall not be trid, 
Lord keep me ſpotleſs from preſumptuous pride : 
If otherwiſe with trial, give me care, 
By thankful patience to prevent deſpair : 
Fit me tq hear what-e*r thou ſhalt aſſign 3 
I kiſs the Rod, becauſe the Rod is thine. 
How-e'r, let me not boaſt, nor yet repine, | 
With trial, or withour, (Lord) wake me thine. 


Pg 


at, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


. Her ajd implor'd; the Queen refuſes 
To help them, and ber ſelf excuſes : 
But (urg'd by Mordecal ) conſents 
To die, or croſs their foes intents. 


: SECT. X. 


Ow when the ſervant had return'd the words 
Of wretched Mordecas, like painted ſwords 
They near 1mpterc'd Queen. Efthers tender heart, 
Thar ſhe could piry, but no help impart , 
Ballac'd with grief, and with the burthen foil'd, _ 
_ (Like Ordnafice over-charg'd) ſhe thus recoil'd : 


Go; 
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Go, Hatdch, tell my wretched kinſman*® thus, 
The thing concerns not you alone, but us : 
we are the ſubject of proud Haman's hate, 

As well as you 5 onr life is pointed at, 
As well as yours, or as the meaneſt Jew, 
Nor can 1 heip my ſelf, nor them, nor you « 
Tu know the cuſtom of the Perſian State, 
No King may break , nv Subjeft violate. 
How may 1 then preſume to make acceſs 
Before th* offended King ? or rudely preſs 
(Uncalld ) into his preſence ? How can 1 
Expett my ſuit, and have deſerv'd to die ? 
May my deſires hope to find ſucceſs ? 
When to effe# them, 1 the Law tranſereſs ? 
Theſe thirty days uncalPd for have 1 been 
Unto my Lord, how dare I now goin? 
Go, Harach, and return this heavy news, 
And ſhew the truth of my enforc'd excuſe. 
Whereof when Mordecaz was full poſleſt, 
His troubled foul he boldly thus expreſt: 

Go, tell the fearful Queen, too greats ber fear, | 
Too ſmall her eal > ber life ſhe rates too dear © 
How poor's th* adventure, to engage thy blood, 

To ſave thy Peoples life, and Churches good ? 

To what advantage canft thou more expoſe - 

Toy life than this ? Th' ha#t but a life to Uſe: 

Think not thy Greatneſs can excuſe our death, 

Or ſave thy life, thy life is but a breath 

As well as ours, (Great Quzen) thou hop'(t in vain, 

In ſaving of a life, a liſe to gain : 

Who knows if God on purpoſe did intend 

Thy high preferment for this happy end ? 

If at this needful tijhe thou ſpare to ſpeak , 

Our ſpeedy belp ſhall (like the morning) break 

From Hzaven, together with thy Woes 3 and he 

That ſuccours us, (hall kieþ his plagues on thre. 
| Which 


. 
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Which when Queen Eſther had right well perugd, 
And on edch wounding word had fadly mus'd, 
Startled with zeal, nor daring to deny, . . 
She rouz'd her faith, and ſent this meck reply : 
Since Heaven it is endows, each enterprive 
With good ſitcceſs, and only in us lits 
To plant and water ; let us firſt obtain _. 
Heavens high aſſiſtance, leſt the work be van © 
Let all the Jews in Suſa | ng be, 
And keep a ſolemn three days Faſt, and we, 
With all our. ſervants, and our maiden-train, _, 
Shall faſt as long, and from our thoughts abſtain : 
Then to the King (uncalPd) will. 1 repair, . 
(Howe'r my boldneſs ſhall bis Laws. contrair) 
And bravely welcome Death before mine eye, 
And ſcorn ber power : If 1 die, 1 die: 


| Meditat. X. 
A*® in the winged Common-wealth of Bees, . 
Whoſe careful Summer Providence fore-ſces 

Tir approaching fruitleſs winter, which denies 
The crown of labour) ſome with laden thighs 
Take charge to bear their waxy burthens home 3 
Others receive the welcome load ; and ſome 
Diſpoſe the wax, others the plot contrive ; 
Some bwld the curious Comb, ſome guard the Hive, 
Like armed Cenrinels ; others diſtrain 
The purer honey. from the wax ; ſome train, 
And diſcipline the young, while others drive _ 
-. The ſluggiſh Drones from their deſerved Hive | 

Thus 1n the Common-wealth (untaught by Art} 
Each winged Burger a&s his buſie parc : 
So man (whoſe firſt creazion did intend, 
And chiefly pointed at no other end, 
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Then [as a faithful Steward, to receive © 
The Fine and quit-rent of thelives we. live) 
Muſt ſuit his dear endeavour to his might: + 
Each one muſt lift to make the burthen light, 
Proving the power thathis gifts afford 
Toraiſe the beſt advantage for his Lord, 
Whoſe ſubſtitute he 1s, and for whoſe ſake . 
We live and breathe, each his account muſt make, 
Or more or leſs; and he whoſe power lacks 
The means to gather honey, muſt bring wax z 
Five Talents double five ; two render four, 
Where's little, little's crav*d ; where's much, there's more: 
Kings by their Royal priviledg may do, 
What unbefits a mind ro ſearch into: 
But by the force of their Prerogatives, 
They. cannot free the cuſtom of their lives : 
The filly Widow (from whoſe wrinkled brows 
Faint drops diſtil, through labour that ſhe ows 
Her needy life) muſt make her Audite too, 
As well as Kings and mighty Monarchsdo: 
The World's a Stage, each Mortal a&ts thereon? 
As well the King that glitters on the throne, 
As needy Beggars 3 Heav'n Spedtator is, 
And marks who aRethwell, and who amiſs. 

What part befitsme beſt,” I cannot tell z 

It matters not how mean, ſo ated well. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


Unto the King Queen Eſther goes, 
He me favour ſhows ; 
s 


Demenas ber Suit, ſbe doth requeſt 
The King and Haman to a Feaſt. 


SECT. XL. 


Hen as Queen Efther's ſolemn three days Faſt 
Had feaſted Heaven with aſweer repaſt, 
Her lowly bended Body fhe unbow'd, 
And (like fair Titan breaking from a Cloud) 
She roſe, and with her Royal Robe ſhe clad 
Her liveleſs limbs, and with a face as fad 
As grief could paint, (wanting no Art to borrow 
A needleſs kelp t6 counterfeir'a forrow) 
Softly ſhe did dire& her feeble pace 
Unto the Inner-Court, where fora ſpace _ 
She boldly ſtood before the Royal Throne, 
Like one that would, but durſt not make her mone; 
Whichwhen her Princely Husband did behold, 
. Hisheartrelented, (Fortune helps the bold) 
And to expreſs a welcome unexpected, 
Forthto the Queen his Scepter hedire&ed 3 
Whom {now emboldned to approach ſecur'd) 
In gracious terms he gently thus conjur'd : 

What is't Queen Eſther would ? what ſad requeſt 
Hangs on ber lips, dwells in her daubtſul breſt ? 
Say, ſay, (my life's preſerver) what's the thing 
That lies in the performance of a King, 


ns fo wr a9 iS oo. oo... 


Fs 


Shall be deny'd ? Fair Queen, whate'r 1s mine, 
Unto the moity of my Kzngdom's thine. 
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So Eſther thus ; If inthy Brincely eyes, 

Thy loyal Servant bath obtain'd the prixg 

of undeſerved favour, let the King © 

And Haman grace my this days Banquetting, 

To crown the dainties of his hand-maids Feaſt, 
Hymbly devoted to ſo great a Gneft. : 

The tmgtion pleas'd, and fairly well Gieceeded : 
(To willing minds no twice cntreaty needed) 
They came 3 but in Queen Eftber's traubled face, 
(Rob'd of the ſw s of her wonted grace) 
The King read difcontent ; her face divin'd 
The uy ſome further - =_ behind. 

Say, ſay, (thou bounteous of my joys 
{Said then the King) what dumpi _ . 85 
Thy troubled Soul ? Speak Lady, what's the thing 
thy heart deſires ? By th' honour of @ King, 

My Kingdoms half, t:qutfied, TH divide = 
To fair Queen Efther, to my ſaireft Bride, 

Lo then the tenour of my dear regueſt, 
(Replied the Queen) Unto « fecond Feaft, 
Thy bumble Suitor doth preſunue to bud 
The King and Haman, s before ſbe did : 

Now therefore if it pleafe my gracious Lord 

To deign his Royal. Preſence, and offord 

The peerleſs treaſure of his Prancely Grace, 

To dry the ſorrows of his Handmagds face, 

Then to my Kzngly, and thrice welcome Gueſt; 

His Servant ſhall anboſome her requeſt; 


—_— ” _ 


- — _4 


Medizat: i. 

Ln bn Weir eatet, 1 

þ& L (Adolf well the greamebs of luis Guicit) 
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And then provide ſuch Cates as moſt delight - - 

His Palate, and beſt pleaſe his Appetite 3 

And ſuch are holy works, and pious deeds, 

Theſe are the dainties whereon Heaven feeds: . 

Faith plays the Cook, ' ſeaſons, dire&s, and guides 3 

So Man finds mear, ſo God the Cook provides : 

His drink are tears, ſprung-from a midnight cry, 

Heaven fips ont Ne@ar froma Sinners eye ; © 

The dining Chamber isthe ſoul oppreſt.; - 

God keeps his Revels in a Sinners Breſt : 

The muſfick that attends the Feaſt, are groans, 

Deep ſounding ſighs, and loud lamenting moans: 

Heay'n hears no ſweeter mufick, than complaints 3 

The Faſts of Sinners, are the Feaſts of Saints, -- 

Towhich Heav'n dains to ſtoop, and Heay'ns high King 

Deſcends, whilſt all the Quire'of Angels ſing, ' | 

And with ſuch ſenſe bereaving ſonnets fill 

The hearts of wretched men, that my rude Quill 

(DazelF'd with roo much light) it (elf addreſſing 

Toblaze them forth, obſcares them inth' exprefling : 

Thrice happy man, ' and thrice thrice happy Feaſt, 

Grac'd with the preſence of ſo great a gueſt! | 

To himare freely giv'n the privy keys - 

Of Heav'n and Earth, to open when he pleaſe, 

And lock when er he lifts.” In him tt lies: + .; 

To ope the ſhoring floodgates of the skies; 

Or ſhutthem at his pleaſure 3: in his hand: 

The Hoſt of Heaven 1s-put; if hecommand, - 

The Sun (not daring to withſtand ) obeys, 

 Our- runs his equal hours, flies back, or ſtays ; 

To him there's nought uneaſie to atchieve ; 

He'll rouze the Graves, and nuke the dead alive. 
Lord, I'm unfit © invate:thee to my home, - | 

My Cartesare all too courſe, too mean my Room ;* + 
Yet come and welcome': by thy power Divine, 

— Thy grace may tur my Water into:Wine, : -: 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Good Mordeca!'s unreverence 

Great Haman's haughty pride offends : 
H' acquaints his —_ with the offence 3 
The counſel of his Wife and Friends. 


SECT. XIL 


Hat day went Haman forth ; for his ſwoln breſt 
Was fil'd with joys, and heart was full poſſeſt 
Of all the height Ambition could require, 
To fatisfie her prodigal defire. I 6 | 
But when he paſſed through the Palace Gate, 
(His eye-ſore) aged Mordocheus fate, 
With head unbar'd, and ſtubborn knee unbentr, 
Linapr to fawn, with ſlaviſhblandiſhment : 
Which when great Haman ſaw, his boyling breſt 
(So great diſdain unable to digeſt) - + 
Ran o'r 3 his blood grew hot, and new deſires 
Incens'd and kindled his avenging fires 3 
Surcharg'd with grief, and fick with male-content 
Through his diftemper'd paſſion, home he went. 
Where (to aſſwage the ſwelling of his ſorrow 
With words the pooreſt helps diſtreſs can borrow) 
His Wife and Friends he fummon'd to partake 
His caufe of diſcontent, and thus beſpake : 
See, ſee, how Fortune with a liberal hand, 
Hath with the beſt and ſweeteſt of the Land, 
Crows'd my deſires,- and hath timely blows 
My budded hopes, whoſe ripeneſs hath out-grown 
The limits and the height of expettation, 
Scarce to be had but in a contemplation « - 


K 3 
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See, ſee, bow Portune (to enlarge bis breath, 

Atid make me living in deſpight of Death) 

Rath multiplid my toys; that aftor-Fame, 

May in my flock preſerve my blood, my name. 

. To make my hbonoar with my fortunes rom, 
Bebold, my gtatious Lord the Kjng hath given 

And trufted to my hand the Sword of Pow'r ; 

Or life, or death ljes where 1 laugh or lowr 3 

Who ſtands more gracious in my Princes eye ? 

How oo the Kzng, 3f Harmati be ver by ? 

Eſther the Queen bath made the King her Gueſt, 


And wiſely weighing how tq grace the Feaft 
with maſt ad'vaitagi (hath in folzcae) 
Invittd the: And no man tlfe but I 
Only (a fit companion for a Keng) 
May taſte the Secrets of the Banqueting. 
Tt what avdils my wegith, my place, my might ? 


How can I reliſh them ? with what delight ? 
What pleaſure us in dainties, if the tafte 
Be init ſelf diftemper'd ? Batttr faſt : 
Is many ſweets, one fowr offends the palate, 
One loathſom Weed annoys the choiſeſt Sallat : 
What are myriches? what my honour'd Place ? 
What are my Children ? or my Princes Grace, 
$1 long as enrfed Mordedat ſurvives ?. 
Whoſe very breath #nfefts,, whoſe liſt deprives 
My life of Bliſs, aud viſage ſleynly firihes 
Worſe venome ts mine eyes than Bafiliihs. 

When Haman then had launc'd his tip ried grief, 
In bloody terms theyithus applrd relief : | 
Ereft a Gibbet, fiſty:Cubits bigh, 
Then urge the King (what will the King deny 
_ hen Haman ſues? that fleviſh Mordecai 
Be hang'd thereon 5 bis blood: will ſoon allay 
The beat of thine, his carjed death ſhall ſame 
The bighne(s of thy power, and has ſhame .- 


The Hiſtory of Queen EST HER. 


So when thy Suit pf 4 ſair event, 
Go banquet with the King, and live o_ 

; The Counſel pleas'd : the Gibber fairly ſtands, 
S6on done, as faid 3 Revinge finds nimble hands; 


-» 
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Miditat. X11. 


Ome EvilsI muſt approve; all Goods, Tdare not 
Some are,and ſeem not good,ſome ſeethi; andare not, 
In chuſing goods my heart will make the choice, 
My flatt'ring eye ſhall have no caſting voice 3 
No outward ſenſe may chuſe an inward bliſs, 
For ſeeming happineſs leaſt happy is : % 
The eye (the chiefeſt Cinque-Port of the heart) . 
Keeps open doors, and plays the Traytors part 3 
Lets painted pleaſures in, to bribe th* Aﬀetions, 
Which masks foul faces under falſe comple xions : 
It hath no power to judge, nor canitſce 
Things as they are, but as they ſeem to be. 
There's but one happineſs, one perfe& bliſs; - 
But how obtain'd, or where, or what it is, 
The world of Nature ne'r could apprehend, 
Grounding their labours on no other end 
Than bare opinion, diverſly affe&ing 
Some one thing, ſome another, ſHll projetting 
Prodigious fancies, till their learned Schools 
Lent ſo much knowledg as to make them foo!s : 
One builds his Bliſs upon the blaze of glory : 
Can perfe& _—_ be tranſitory ? 
In ſtrength anorher ſurnmes fellcity : 
What horſe is not more happy far chan he ? 
Some pile their happineſs on hes of wealth: 
Which (fick) they'd loath;if Gol _——— health : 
Some In the uſe of deaury placecheir end, 
Some in the enjoyment of 1 ny ftiends 
\ 4 


Like 
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Like waſted Lamps, ſuch happineſſes ſmother ; 
Age puffed out the one 3 and want the other, 
The happine{s;; whoſe worth deſerves the name 
Of chief, with-ſuch a fire doth inflame | 
The Breſt of Mortals, that Heaven thinks it fic 
Fhat men ſhould rather think, than taſte of it ; 
All earthly joys ſome other aim intend, 
This, for it ſelf's defir'd, no other end : 
Thoſe. (if enjoy'd) are croſt with diſcontent, 
If not jn the purſinr, in the event : 
This (truly good) admits no contrariety, 
Without defe&, gr yet a loath'd ſatiety. 

The leaſt is more than my deſert can claim, 
(Thankful for both) at this alone I aim. - 


» 


"THE ARGUMENT. 
The Kzng asþs Haman, what reſpects 
Befit the man that he affetts ; 
And with that honour doth appay 
' The good deſerts of Mordecal. 


—_t— 


SECT. XII 


OW when as Morpheus (Sergeant of the night) 
N Had laid his Mace upon the dawning light, 
And with his liſtlefs limbs had cloſely ſpred 
The ſable Curtains of his drowzy bed, 
The King ſlept nor, bur emp rt to reſt ) 
_ Diſguiſed thoughts within his troubled breſt 
Kept midnight Revels. 
Wherefore (to recolle& his random thought) 
He gave command the Chronicles be brought 
And read before him; where, with good attention, 
He mark'd haw Mordecaz. (with fair prevention . | G 
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Of a foul treaſon” *gainſt his blood intended) 
His life, and State had loyally defended : 
Whereat the King (impatient to repay 

Such faithful ſervice with the leaſt delay) 

Gently demands what thankful recompenee, 
What worſhip, or deſerved reverence, 
Equivalent to ſuch great ſervice, hath 

Juſtly repaid this loyal Liege-man's Faith ? 

They anſwer'd, None: Now Haman (fully bent 
To give the veſſel of his poyſon,. vent 

Stood ready charg'd with full revenge, prepar'd 
To beg his life, whom highly to reward 

The King intends; Say (Haman) quoth the King 
What worſhip, &r what honourable thing 

Befits the Perſon, whom the King ſhall place © 
Within the bounty of his higheſt Grace ? 

So Haman thus bethought, who more than 1 
Deſerves the ſun-ſhine of my Princes eye ? 
Whom ſcebs the King to honour more than me ? 
From Haman's mouth ſhall Haman honour d ve 3 
Syeab freely then, and let thy tongue proclaim 
An honour ſuiting to thy worth, thy name. 

So Haman thus : This bonour, this v-[pect 
Be done to him the King ſhall moſt affett, 

In Robes Imperial be his Body dref, 

And bravely mounted on that very Beaſt 

The King beftrides; then be the Crown of State 
Plac'd on his lojty brows : Let Princes wait 
Upon hzs Stirrop, and in triumph lead 

This Imp of Honour in Afſuerus Read 3 

And to expreſs the glory of bis name, 

Libe Heralds, let the Princes thus proclaim; 
This peerleſs Honois, and theſe Piincely Rites 
Be done to him #n whom the King delights. 


Said then the King, 0 ſudden.changs of Fate'l +. + | 


Within the Portal of our Pa!ace Gate... - 


133 The Hiſtory of Queen EST HER. 
There fits a Few, whoſe name is Mordecai, 

Be be the man, let no perverſe dtlay 

Protraft; but what thy laviſh tongue bath ſaid, 
Do thou to god wet os ns 

His tongue (ti'd to his Roo e no reply, 
Bur be daring anſwer, nor deny) 

Perforce obey'd, and fo his Page became, 
Whoſe life he ſought to have bereav'd with ſhame : 
The Rites folemniz'd, Mordecai return'd 

Unto the Gate ; H:man went home, and mourn'd, 
(His viſage nufled ina mournful Veil) 

And told his wife this melancholy tale ; 
Whereatamaz'd, and ſtartled atthe news, 
Deſpairing, thus ſhe ſpake : 1f from the 7ews 
This Mordecai derive this happy line, 

His be the palm of viftory not thine ; 

The higheſt Heavens have ftill conſpir'd to bleſs 

That ſaithſul ſeed, and with a fair ſucceſs 

Have crow#fd their juſt defigns : 1f Mordecai 
Deſcend from thence, thy hopes ſhall ſoon decay, 
And melt lihe wax before the mid-day Sun. 

So ſaid, her broken ſpeechnot fully done, 
Haman was haſted ro Queen Efther: Feaſt, 

To mirthand joy, an jndiſpoſed Guef}. 


pI 


I” 


Meditat. X111. 


T Here's nothing under Heaven more glorifies 
The name of King, or in a Subje&s eyes 
Wins more obſervance, or true loyalty, 

Than facrcd Juſtice ſhared equally : 

No greater gloty can belong ro Might, 

Than rodefend the feeble in their right, 

To help the helpleſs, and their wrongs redreſs, 
Tocurbthe haughry-hearted, and ſupprefs 
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The proud; requiting ev'ry ſpecial deed, 

With puniſhment, or honourable meed : 

Herein Kings aptly may deſerve the name 

Of gods, enſhrined in an earthly frame ; 

Nor canthey any way approach more nigh 

The full perfeFion of. a Deity, 

Than by truc Juſtice, 1mirating Heaven 

In nothing more, than in. the poizing even 

Their righteous Ballance ; Juſtice is norblind, 

As Poers feign, bur, with a fight refin'd, 

Her Lyncean eycs are clear'd and ſhine as bright 

As do their crrours, thar deny her fight ; 

The ſoul of Juſtice refterh 1n her eye, 

Her contetnplation's chiefly ro deſcry 

True worth from painted ſhows ; and loyalty 

From falſe and deep difſembled rreachery, 

A noble Stateſman, froma Parafne, 

And good, from what is meerly good in fight ; 

Such hidden things her piercing eye can ſee 3 

Tf Juſtice then be blind, how blind are we ? 
Right fondly have the Poets pleas'd to fay, 

From earth the fair Aftrea's fled away, , 

And in the ſhining Baudrike tattes her Seat, 

To make the,mimber of the Signs cotmplear ? 

For why ? Aſtrea doth repoſe and teſt 

Within the Zodiack of my Sov'tcigns Breſt. 

And from the Cradle of las Infancy 

Hath train'd his Royal heart with induſtry, 

In depths of righteous lore, and facred thews 

Of Juſtice Schoo], thatthis ray Haggard Muſe 

Cannot contain the freeneſs of ker.ſprighr, 

But make a Mounty ar fo fair a flight, | 

Perchance {though like a Baſtard Eagle) daz'd 

With too great light, ſhe wink, andfall amaz'd:. .. 
Heav'n make my heart more thankfal in confeſſrag 
So high a hlifs, than skilfulin expreſſing. —_—_ 
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THE ARGUMENT. - 


The Queen brings Haman's Accuſation ; 

The Kzng's diſpleaſtd, and grows in paſſion: 
Proud Haman's treachery deſcry'd ; 

The ſhameſul end of ſhamuleſs Pride. 


SECT. XIV. 


hm tofarisfie the Queens requeſt, 

The King and Haman came unto her Feaſt. 
Whereat the King, (what then can hap amis ?) 
Became her Suitor, that was humbly his, 

And fairly thus entreating, this beſpake : 

What #'t Queen Eſther would ? and for her ſake 
what it the. King would not ? prefer thy Suit, 
Fair Queen : thoſe that deſpair, let them be mute. 
Clear up thoſe clouded Beams (my fſaireFt Bride) 

My Kzngdoms half (requefied). Il divide. 

Whereat the Queen, half hoping, half afraid, 
Diſclos'd her trembling lips, and thus ſhe ſaid : 

If in the bounty of thy Princely Grace, 

Thy ſad Petitioner may find a place 

To ſhroud her moft unutterable grief, 

which if not there, may bope for no relief; 

if #n the treaſure of thy gracious eyes, 

(Where mercy and relenting pity lies) 

Thy band-maid bath found favour 3 let my Lord 

Grant me my life (my life ſo much abbor d, 

To do bim ſpruice) and my peoples life, 

which now lye open to 4 Tyrants Knife : ' © 

Our lzves are ſold, "tis 1, *tis guiltleſs 1, 
Thy toyal Spouſe, thy Queen, and bers muſt dre s © T 
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The ſpotleſs blood of me, thy, faithſul Bride, 
Muft ſwage the ſwelling of a Tyrants pride: 
Had we bren-fotd for Drudges, to attend . 
The buſie Spindle; or for Slaves to ſpend 
Our weary hours, to deſerve our Bread, 
So as the gain flood but my Lord in on 
I had been ſilent, and ne'r ſpent my breath 
But neither he that ſeeks it, nor my death , 
Can to himſelf the leaft advantage bring, 
(Except revenge) nor to my Lord the King. 

Like to a Lion rouzed from his reſt, 

Rag'd then the King, and thus his rage expreſt ; 
ho #s the man that dares attempt this thing ? 

where 3s the Traytor ? What ? Am I King? 

May not our Subjefts [erve, but muft our Queen 

Be made the ſubjeft of a Villains ſpleen ? 

Is not Queen Eſther boſom'd in our beayt ? 

What Traytor then dares be ſo bold, to part 

Our heart and us.? who dares attempt this thing ? 

Can Eſther then be ſlain, and not the Kjng ? 

Reply'd the Queeht, The man that hath done this, 

That curſed Haman, wicked Haman 7s. 

Like as a Felon ſhakes before the Bench, 
Whoſe troubled filence proves the Evidence : 
So Haman trembled when Queen Eſther ſpake, 
Nor anſwer, nor excuſe his guilt could make, 

The King, no longer able to digeſt 
So foul a treachery, forſook the Feaſt, 

Walk'd inthe Garden, where conſuring rage 
Bail'd in his heart, with fire (unapt to ſwage) 
So Haman pleading: guilty. to the fault, 

Beſoughr his life of her, whoſe life he ſought. 
When as the King had walk'd a little ſpace, 
(So rage and choler often ſhift their place) 

In he retur'd, where Haman fallen flac 

Was ontheBed, wherean Queen Eſther ſat: 


\ 


Whereat 
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Whereat the King new cauſe of ragedebatss, 
(Apr to ſuppoſe the worſt, of whom he hares} 
New paſſjon addes new fuel to Ins fire, 
And feigns a cauſe to make it blaze the higher. 
Is't not enough for him to ſeek her death, 
(Sad he) but with @ Lechers tainted breath, 

ul be inforce my Queen before my face, 
And tiake his Brothel in our Royal Place ? 
So ſaid, they veiled Hamar's face, ashe 
Unfit were to be ſeen, or yer tolee : 
Then faid an Eunuch ſadly ftanding by, 
In Haman's Garden, fifty Cubits bigh, 
There ſtands a Gibbet, built but yeſterday, 
Made for thy loyal Servant Mordecai, 
Whoſe faithful lips thy life from danger freed; 
And merit leads him to a fairer meed. 

Said then the King, 1t ſeemeth juſt and good; 

Þ ſhed bis blood, that thirſted aſter bloods 
who plants the Tree; deſerves the fruit; "tes fit 
That he that bought the purcbaſt, hanſel it : 
Hang Haman there 3 1t i his proper good * 
So let the Horſeleach burſt bimſetſ with blood. 
They ſtraight obey'd : Lo herethe end of Fride : 
Now reſts the King appear'd and ſatisfi'd. 


_— 


Meditat. XIV: 

FA Heer up, and carol forth your filver Ditry, 
| (Heavems winged Quiriſters) and'fitl your City 
(The new Zeruſalem) with jolly murth : | 
The Church hath peace in Heaven, hath peace on Earth ; 
Spread forth yotir golden pinions, and cleave = 
The flitting skiesz diſmovnt, and quire bereave 
Our ſtupid ſenſes with your heavenly mirth, RELIES 
For lo, there's peace in Keav'n, there's pence-on __ 
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Let Hallelujabs fill your warbling tongues, 
Andlet the Air compos'd of Saintly Songs, 
Breathe ſuch Celeſtial Sonners jn our ears 3 
That whoſoe'r this heavenly Muſick hears, | 
May ſtand amaz'd, and (raviſhe atthe mirth). - (Earth:. 
Chant forth, there's peace in Heaven, there's pence on 
Let Mountains clap their joyful, joyful hands, 

And let the lefler hills trace o'r the Lan 

In equal meaſure ; and reſounding woo 

Bow down your heads, and kiſs your neighb'ring floods; 
Let peace and love exalt your Key of mirth ; 

For now there's peace in Heav'n, there's peace onearth. 

You holy Temples of the higheſt King, 

Triumph with joy 3, Your ſacred Anthems ſing; 

Chant forth your Hymns, and heav'nly roundelays, 

And touch your Organs on their louder keys: 

For Haman's dead, that danted all your mirth, 

And now there's peace in Heav'n, there's peace on Earth, 

Proud Haman's dead, whoſe life diſturb'd thy reſt, 
Who ſought to cut and ſear thy Lilly Breſt 
The rav*nous Fox, that did annoyance bring 
Unto the Vineyard, 's taken in a Spring. 

Seem'd not thy Spouſe unkind, to hear thee weep 
And not redreſs thee? Seem'd he not aſleep? 

No (Son) no, he heard thy bitrer prayer, 

But let thee weep, for weeping makes rhee fair. 

The morning Sun refle&s, and ſhines moſt brighr, 

When Pilgrims grope in darkneſs all the night : 

The Church muſt conquer e'r ſhe gers the prize, 

But there's no Conqueſt, where's go Enemics : 

The day is thine ; 1n triumph meke thy murch, 

For now there's peace in Heayen, there's peace on Earth. 

What man's ſo dull, or in his brains undone, 
To fay (becayfe he ſees not) there's no Sun ? 
Weak is the faith, upon a ſudden grief, 

Thar ſays (becauſe not now) there's no relief: Fo 
b od s 


p 
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God's bound to help, bur loves to ſee men ſue : 

Though dareleſs, yer the Bond's not preſent due. 
Like to the ſorrows of our Child-bed Wives, 

Is the ſad pilgrimage of humane lives: 

| Butwhen, by throes, God ſends a joyful birth, 
Then find we peace in Heav'n, and peace on Earth. 


el 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Upon the Queen and Mordeca! 
Dead Haman's wealth and dignity 
The Kzng beſtows : to their diſcretion 
Refers the Fews decreed oppreſſion. 


SECT. XV. 


Cd Hat very day the King did freely add : 
More bounty to his gift: what Haman had 
Borrow'd of ſmiling Fortune, he repaid 
To Efthers hand, and to het uſe convey'd: 
And Mordecai found favour withche King ; 
. Upon his hand he put his Royal Ring, 
Whoſe Princely pow'r proud Hamarn did abuſe, 
* Tnlate betraying of the guiltleſs Jews; 
For now had Eſther to the King deſcr!'d 
Her Jewiſh Kin, how near ſhe was alli'd 
To Mordocheus, whom (her Father dead) 
His love did foſter in her Fathers ſtead. 
Qnce more the Nyeen prefers an earneſt ſuic, 
Her humble Body lowly proſtiture 
Before his Royal feet, | her cheeks o'rflown 
With mariſhtears, and thus her painful-moan, 
Commixtwith bitter ſingults, ſhe expreſt: 
If in the Cabbin of thy Princely breſt © © 
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Thy loyal Servant (undeſeru'd ) hath found 
A place wherein ber wiſhes might be crown'd 
With fair ſucceſs  1f in thy graczous {ight 
1 pleaſing, or my cauſe ſeem juſt and right, 
By ſpeedy Letters written to reverſe 
Thoſe bloody Writs which Haman did diſperſe 
Throughout thy Provinces, whoſe ſad content 
Was the ſubverſion of my innocent 
And faithful people 3 Help (my gracious Lord) 
The time's prefixt, wherein th' impartial Sword 
Muft make this Maſſacre, the day's at hand, 
Unleſs thy ſpeedy grace ſend countermand : 
How can 1 brook within my tender breſt, 
To break the bonds of Natures high bebeft, 
And ſee my people (fer whoſe ſake I breath ) 
Like Fflalled Oxen, brought and ſold for death ? 
How can I ſee ſuch miſchief ? how can 1 
Survive, to ſee my Kin, and People dye ? 

Said then the King, Lo curſed Haman hath 
The execution of our hzgheft wrath, 
The equal hire of his malicious prides 
His wealth to thee I gave ;, (my faireſt Bride) 
His honour (better plac'd) I have beflow'd 
0n him, to whom my borrow'd life hath ow'd 
Her five years breath, the truſly Mordecat, 
Our loyal Kznſman : Let his hand pourtray 
Oar pleaſure, as beft liheth him and thee 3 
Let bim ſet down, and be it our Decree, 
Lit him confirm it with our Royal Ring, 
And we ſhall figne it with the name of Kzng 
For none may alter, or reverſe the ſame 
That's ſeal'd and written in our Princoly namte 


L * Maeaitat. 
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Meditat. XV. 


O brearhe's a neceſſary gift of nature, 
Whereby we may diſcerna living creature 

From plants, or ſtones: *ris but a meer degree 
From vegetation; and this, hath ſhe 
Like equally ſhar'd our to brutiſh Beaſts 
With man, who leſs obſerves her due beheſts 
{Somerimes) than they ; and oft, by accident, 
Does leſs improve the gift 1n the event: 
But man, whoſe Organs are more fairly dreſt, 
To entertain a far more noble Gueſt, 
Hath through the excellence of his Creation, 
A Soul Divine; Divine by inſpiration. 
Divine through likeneſs to that power Divine, 
That made and plac'd her in her fleſhly ſhrine 
From hence we challenge lifes Prerogarive 3 
Beaſts only breathe 3 *tis man alone doth live; 
One endof man's Creation was Society, 
Mutnal Communion, and friendly Pjery : 
The man that lives unto himſelf alone, 
Subſiſts, and breaches, bur lives not ; Never one 
Deſerv*d the moity of himſelf, for he 
That's born, may challenge bur one part of three ; 
Triparted thus; his Country claims the beſt 3 
The next his Parents ; and himſelf the leaſt. 
He husbands beſt his life, that freely gives 
It for the publick good 3 He rightly lives, 
Thar nobly dies : *tis greateſt maſtery, 
Not to be fond rg.live, nor fear to die. | 
On juſt occafjon 3 He that (in caſe) deſpiſes 
Life, earns 1t beſt ; but he that overprizes . 
His deareſt blood, when Honour bids him dye, 
Steals bur a life, and lives by Robbery. 
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O ſweet Redeemer of the world, whoſe death 
Deſerv'd a World of lives! Had thy dear breath 
Been dear to thee; Or hadft thou but deny'd 
Thy precious blood, the World for e'r had dy'd: 
O ſpoil my life, when I defire to fave it, 
By keeping it from thee, that freely gave it. 


umm ——_ <A 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Letters are ſent by Mordecai, 

That all the Fews, upon the day 
Appointed for their death, withſtand 
The fury of their Fo-mens hand. 


SECT. XVh 


Orthwith the Scrzbes were ſummon'd toappear 3 
To ev'ry Province, and to ev'ry Shirg 

Letters they wrote (as Mordecaz dire&ted 
Toall the Fews (the 7ews ſo much dejetted) 
To all Lieutenants, Captains of the Band, 
To all the States, and Princes of the Land, 
According to the phraſe, anddivers faſhion 
Of Diale&, and ſpeech of ev'ry nation; 
All which was ſtyled in the name o* ch' King, 
Sign'd wich his hand, ſeald with his Royal Ring; 
Lo here the tenour of the Rings Commiſſion: 

Whereas of late (at Haman's wg'd Petitions) 
Decrees were ſent, and ſpred throughout the Land, 
To ſpoil the Fews, and with impartial band 
(Upon a day prefixt) to kill and ſlay 3 
We libewiſe grant, upon that very day, 
Full pywer to the Jews, to make defence, 
Ang quit their lives, and or a recompence, 

| 2 
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To take the ſpoils of thoſe they ſhall ſu>preſs, 
Shewing like mercy to the mercileſs. 
By Poſts, as ſwift as time, was this Decree 
Commanded forth ; as faſt as day they flee, 
Spurr'd on, and haſtn'd with the Kings Command, 
Which ſtraight was nois'd, and publiſint through the Land, 
As warning to the Zews, to make proviſion 
To entertain ſo great an oppoſition. 

So Mordecai Cdicburther'd of his grief, 
Which now found hopeful tokens of relief ): 
Departs the preſence of the King, addreſt 
In Royal Robes, and vn his lofty Creſt 
He bore a Crown of Gold, his Body ſpred 
With Lawn, and Purple deeply coloured : 
FilFd were the Zews with triumphs, and with noiſe, 
(The common Heralds to proclaim true joys. ) 
Like as a Pris'ner muffled at the Tree, 
Whoſe life's remov'd from death ſcarce one degree, 
His laſt pray'r ſatd, and heart's confeſſion made, 
(His eyes poſſeſſing death's eternal ſhade) 
Ar laſt, unlookt for, comes a ſlow Reprieve, 
And makes him (even as dead) once more to live : 
Amaz'd, he rends death's muffler from his eyes, 
And (over-joy*d) knows not he lives or dics : 
So joy'd the Fews, whoſe lives this new Decree 
Had quit from death and danger, and ſer free 
Their gaſping Souls, and (like a blazing light) 
Diſperſt the darkneſs of the approaching night 3 
So joy'd the 7ews : and with their ſolemn Feaſts 
They chas'd dull ſorrow from their penſive Breaſts : 
Mean while the people (ſtartled at the news) 
Some griev'd, ſome env1'd, ſome (for fear) turn'd Zews. 


Meditat. 
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Meditat. XI 


Mong the noble Greeks it was no ſhame 
To loſe a Sword ; It but deſerv'd the name 

Of wars diſaftrous Fortune; bur to yield 

The right and ſafe poſſeſſion of the Shield, 

Was foul reproach, and manleſs cowardize, 

Far worſe than death to him that ſcorn'd to prize 

[11s life before his Honour 3 Honour's won 

Moſt in a inſt defence, Defence is gone, 

The ſhield once loſt. The wounded-Theban cry'd, 

How fares my ſhicle ? which ſafe, he (mil'd, and dy'd: 
- True Honour bidcs at home, and takes delight 

In keeping, not in gaining of a Right z 

Scorns uſurpation, nor ſecks ſhe blood, 

And thirfts ro make ker name not great, as good : 

God gives a Right to man; to. man, defence 

To guard 1t giv'n ; bur when a falſe pretence 

Shall gromid her title on a greater Might, 

What doth he elſe but warre with Heav'n, and fight 

With Providence? God ſers the Princely Crown 

On heads of Kingsz Who then may take it down? 

No juſter quarrel, or more noble fighr, 

Than to maintain, where God hath giv'n a Right 3 

There's no deſpair of Conqueſt in that war, 

Where God's the Leader ; Policy's no bar 

To his deſigns z No power can withſtand 

His high Exploits 3 within whoſe mighty hand 

Are all the Corners of the Earth; the Hills 

His feniive Bulwarks are, which when he wills, 

Fs leſſer breath can bandy up and down, 

Ard cruſh the world, and with a wink, can drown 

The fpacious Univerſe in ſuds of Clay ; 

Where Heay'n is leader, Heaven muſt win the day : 


L 3 God 
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God rea 


Right's not impair'd with weakneſs, _—_— 
In ſp1ght of ſtrength, when ſtrength and power fails : 
Frail js the truſt repos'd on Troops of Horſe; 
Truth in ahandful Fnds a greater force. 
Lord, mail my heart with faith, and be my ſhield, 
And 1f a World confront me, T'll not yield. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The bloody Maſſacre * the Jews 
Prevail ; ther fatal Sword ſubduts 
A World of men, and in that fray 
Hatnan's ten curſed Sons they ſlay. 


SECT. XVII. 


OW when as time had rip'ned the Decree, 
- (Whoſe winter-fruit, unſhaken from the tree 
Full ready was to fall) and brought that day, 
Wherein pretended miſchief was to play 
Her tragick Scene upon the Jewiſh State, 
Andſpivthe venome of her bloody rage 
Upon the face of that diſperſed Nation, 
And in a minute breathe their deſolation ; 
_ that day (as parients 1n the fight) 
Their ſcatter'd force the Fews did re-unite. 
Andto a head their ſtragling ſtrength reduc'd, 
And with their fatal hand (their hand diſusd 
To bathe in blood) they made fo long recoil, 
Thar with a purple fiream the thirſty Soil 
O'rflow'd 3 and on the pavement (drown'd with blood) 
Where never was before, they raisd a Flood : | _ 
| ere . 
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There lies a headlefs Body, there a lim 
Newly diſ-joinred fromthe trunk'bf him. 
That there lies groamng ; here, a gaſping head 
Cropt from his Neighbours ſhoulders ; there, nalfdead, 
Full heaps of Bodies, whereof ſome curſe Fate, 
Others blaſphetne the name of Heav'n, and rare 
Their undiſpoſed ſtars; with bitter cries, | 
One pities lis poor widow-wife, and dies ; 
Another bans the night his Sons were born, 
That he muſt die, and they muſt live forlorn ; 
Here (all befmear'd in blood congeal'd) there lies 
A throng of Catcaſes, whoſe hvelcſs eyes 
Are clos'd with duſt, and death ; there lies the Sire 
Whoſe death the greedy Heir did long defire ; 
And here the Son, whoſe hopes were all the pleaſure 
His aged Father had, and his lifes treaſure: 
Thus fell their Foes, ſome dying, and ſome dead, 
And only they that ſcap'd the ſlaughter, fled; 
Burt with ſuch ſtrange amazement were affrighred, 
(As if themſelves in their-own deaths delighted) 
That cach his force againſt his friend addrefſt, 
And ſheath'd his Sword within his neighbours breſt ; 
For all the Rulers (being ſore afraid 
Of Mordocheus name) with ſtrength and aid 
Supplrd the 7ews 3 For Mordocheus name 
Grew great with honour, and his honour'd fame 
Was blaz'd through every Province of the Land, 
And ſpread as far as did the Kings Command : 
In favour heencreaſt ; and every hour , 
Did adde a greater greatneſs to his pow'r : 
Thus did the Jews triumph in victory, 
And on that day themſelves were doom'd to dy, 
They ſlew th' appointed actors of their death, 
And on their heads they wore that noble wreath, 
That crowns a Vitor with a ViRors prize 3 
$0 fled their focs, ſo dy'd their enemies: 

L 4 
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And on that day at Suſan were imbru'd 

In blood, five hundred men, whom they ſubdu'd ; 
The curſed fruit of the accurſed Tree, 

That impious Decad, Hamar's progeny, 

Upon that faral day, they overthrew, 

Bur took no ſpoil, nor ſubſtance, where they ſlew. 


Meditat. XVIL 


Lately mus'd ; and mufing ſtood amaz'd, 

My heart was bound, my fight was over-daz'd 
To view a miracle: Could Pharaoh fall 
Before the face of 1ſrae!? Could her ſmall 
And ill-appointed handful then prevail, 
When Pharaoh's men of war, and Char'ots fail ? 
Theſe ſtood like Giants, thoſe like Pigmy Brars 5 
Theſe ſoar'd like Eagles ; thoſe like ſwarms oft gnats : 
On foot theſe marcht ; thoſe rode on Troops of Horſe: 
Theſe never better arm'd ; they never worſe : 
Strong backt with vengeance, and revenge were they ; 
Theſe, with deſpair, themſelves, themſelves betray : 
They cloſe purſu'd ; thele (fearful) fled the field; 
How could they chuſe, but win ? or theſe bur yield ? 
Sure *tis nor man, nor horſe, nor ſword avails, 
When 1/e/ conquers, and great Pharaoh fails; 
Poor 1/r'el had no man of War, bur One ; 
And Pharaoh having all rhe reſt, had none; 
Heav'n fought for 1/el, weakned Pharaohs heart, 
Who had no Counter-god to take his part: 
What meant that cloudy Pillar, that by day 
Did uſher 1 in an unknown way ? 
What meant that fi'ry Pillar, that by nighr 
Appear'd to 1, and gave 1! light ? 
*Twas not the ſecret power of Moſes Rod, 
That charm'd the Seas in twain; *twas Moſes God 
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That fought for 1ſe!, and made Pharaoh fall ; 
Well thrives the fray where God's the General: 
'Tis neither ſtrength nor undermining ſlight, 
Prevails, where Heaven's engaged in the fight 

Me liſt not ramble into anrick days, 
To man this Theam, leſt while Vlyſes ſtrays, 
His heart forget his home Pen: lop? : 
Our proſp'rous Britain make ſufficient Plea 
To prove her bliſs, and Heav'ns protc&ing power, 
Which had ſhe miſt, het glory in an hour 
Had fall'n to Cinders. and had paſt away 
Like ſmoak before the wind ; Which happy Day 
Let none but baſe-bred Rebels ever fail 
To conſeccrare z and let this Ape entail 
Upon ſucceeding times Eternity, 
Heav'ns higheſt love, 1n that Days memory. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Sons of Haman (that were ſlain) 
Are all hang'd up : the Jews obtain 
Freedom ta fight the morrow aſter, 

They put three hundred more to ſlaughter. 


SECT. XVIIK 


WY Hen as the fame of that days bloody news 
Cameto the King, he ſaid, Bebo:4, the Jews 
Have wan the Day, and in tveir juſt defence, | 

Have made their wrong, a rightful recompence 5 
Five hundred men in Suſan they have ſlain, 
And that remainder of proud Haman's ſtrazgn, 
Their hands have rooted out 3 Queen Eſther, ſay, 
'#hat ſurther Suit (wherein Aſſuerus may 
Expreſs 
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Expreſs the bounty of his Royal hand) 

Reſts in thy boſom ? What 1 thy demand ? 

Said then the Queen : 7f #n thy Princely ſight, 

My boon be pleaſing, or thou tabe delight 

To grant thy ſervants ſuit, Let that Commiſſion 
(hich gave the Zews this happy days permiſſion 
To ſave their lives) to morrow ſtand in force, 

For their behalfs that ouly make recourſe 

To Goa, and thee; and let that curſed brood 

(The Sons of Haman, that in guilty blood 

Liz all ingorg'd, unfit totaint a Grave) 

Be hang'd on Gibbets, and (like Co-heirs) bave 
Like equal ſhares of that deſerved ſhame, 

Their wretched father purchas'd in his name. 

The King was pleas'd, and the Decree was giv'n 
From Suſan, where betwixt the Earth and Heaven, 
(Moſt undeſerving to be own'd by either) 
Theſe curſed ten (like Twins) were born together. 

When Titan (ready for his journal chaſe) 

Had rouz'd his dewy locks, and roſie face 
Inricht with morning beauty, up aroſe 

The Jews in Suſan, and their bloody blows 
So roughly dealr, rhat in that diſmal day 
A leaſe of hundreds fell, but on the prey 
* No hand was laid: So, ſweet and jolly reſt 
The Jews enjoy'd, and with a ſolemn Feaſt 
(Like joyful Vidtors, diſpoſieſs'd of ſorrow) 
They conſecrated the enſuing morrow 3 
And in the Provinces throughout the Land, 
Before their mighty and viftorious hand, 
Fell more than ſeventy thouſand, bur the prey 
They ſeized not ; andin memory of that day 
They ſolemnized their victorious Gueſts, 

With gifts and triumphs, and with holy Feaſts. 


Maditat. 
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Meditat. XVIII 


HE Dodrine of the School of Grace difſents 
From Natures (more uncertain) Rudiments, 
And are as much contrary, and oppoſite 
As Yea and Nay ; as black and pureſt white : 
For nature teaches firſt ro underſtand, 
And then believe ; but Grace doth firſt command 
Man to believe, and then to comprehend ; 
Faith 1s of things unknown, and muſt intend, 
And ſoar above conceit ; what we conceive, 
We ſtand poſſeſt of, and already have: 
But faith beholds fuch things, as yet we have not, 
Which eye ſees not, ear hears not, heart conceives note 
Hereon, as on our ground-work, our ſalvation 
Eres her pillars ; from this firm foundarion, 
Our ſouls mount up the new Jeruſalem, 
To take poſieſſion of her Diadem 
God loves noſophiſtry ; Who argues leaſt 
In Graces School, concludes, and argues beſt ; 
A womans Logick paſſes there; for *ris 
Good proof to ſay, *Tts ſo, becauſe it us 3 
Had Abraham advis'd with fleſh and blood, 
Bad had his faith been, though his reaſons good ; 
If God bid do, for man to urge a Why, 
Is, bur in better language, to deny : 
The fleſhly ballances of our conceits 
Have neither equal poyſure, nor juſt weights, 
To weigh, without 1mpeachment, Gods deſign 5 
There's no proportion berwixt things Divine, 
And Moral; Lively faith may not depend 
Either upon th' occaſion or the end. 
The glorious Suns refleKed beams ſuffice, 
To lend a luſtre to.the feebleſt eyes, 
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- Bur if the eye, too covetous of the light, 

Boldly our-face the Sun (whoſe Beams fo bright, 

And undiſpers'd are too too much refin'd 

For view) 1s it not juſtly ſtrucken blind ? 

T dare not task ſtout Sampſon, for his dearth; 

Nor wandring 7onah, that bequeati:'d his breath 

To raging Seas, when God comiranced (Þ 

Nor thee {great Queen) whoſe lips did overflow 

With ſtreams of blood 3 nor thee (O cruel kind) 

To quench the fire of a womans mind, 

With flowing Rivers of thy Subje&s blood 

From bad beginnings God creates a good, 

And happy end ; What I cannot conceive, 

Lord, let my ſoul admire, and belicye. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Feaſt of Purim conſecrated, 
Th' occaſion why twice celebrated : 
Letters were writ by Mordec:al, 
To keep the mem'ry of that day. 


SECT. XIX. 


O Mordocheus throughout all the Land 
Diſpers'd his Letters, with a ſtri&t command 

To celebrate theſe two days memory 
With feaſts, and gifts, and yearly jollity, 
That afrer-ages may record that day, 
And — from the ruſt of timc, that they 
Which ſhall ſucceed, may ground their holy rirth 
Upon the joys, thoſe happy days brought forth, 
Which chang'd their ſadneſs, and black nights of ſorrow 
Into the brightneſs of a gladſom morrow : 


Whereto 
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Whereto the Jews (to whom theſe Letters came) 
Gave due obſervance, and did ſoon proclaim 
Their facred Feſtivals, in memory 
Ot that days joy, and joyful victory : 

And fince the Lots (that Hamas did abuſe, 
To know the diſmal day which to the Jews 
Might fall moſt faral, and to his intent 

Leaſt unpropirious) vere inth* event 
Croft with a higher Fate, than blinded Chance, 
To work his ruine, their deliverance : 

They thereforein remembrance of the Lot 
(Whoſe hop'd for fad event ſucceeded not) 
The ſolemn Feaſts of Purim did inveſt, 

Ard by rhe name of P:ria call rheir Feaſt ; 
Which to obſerve with ſacred Complement, 
And Ceremonial Rites, their Souls indent, 
And firmly inroll the happy memory 

It! hearts of their ſucceeding Progeny, 
That time (the enemy of morral things 

May not with hov'ring of his nimble wings, 
Beat down the dear memorial of that time, 
But keep it flowing in perpctual prime. 

Now leſt this ſhining day intimes progreſs 

Perchance be clouded with forgerfulneſs, 

Or leſt the garlded Perfian ſhould debate 
The hleody flavghter, and re-ulcerate 

In after-days, their former miſery, 

And blur the giory of this days memory, 
The Queenand Mordecaz ſent Letters our 
Into the Land diſperſed round about 

To re-confirm, and fully ratifie 

This Feaſt of Purim to Eternity 3 

That it to after-ages may appear, 

When ſinners bend their hearts, Heaven bows his ear. 


Meditat. 
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Meditat. X1X. 


( ND are the Laws of God defeRive then ? 

| Or was the Paper ſcant, or dull the Pen 
That wrote thoſe ſacred Lines? Eould imperfe&ion 
Lurk cloſely there, where Heav'n hath:-giv'n dire&ion ? 
How comes it then, new feaſts are celebrated 
Unmenrion'd in the Laſt, and uncreated. 
By him that made the Law complear and juſt ; 
Not to be chang'd as brain-fick Morrals Juſt ? 
Is not Heavens deepeſt curſe, with death to: boot, 
Denounc'd to him that rakes from, or addes to't ? 

True *tis, the Law of God's the Rule and Square 
Whereby to limic man's uncurb'd defire, 

And with a gentle hand doth juſtly poize 
The Ballances of his unlevell'd ways. 

True, ris accurs'd, and thrice accurs'd be he, 
That ſhall detract, or change ſuch Laws as be 
Directive for his worſhip, or concern 
His holy Service, theſe we ſtrialy learn, 

Within our conſtant Breaſt ro keep inſhrin'd, 
Theſe in all Seaſons, and for all rimes bind : 
But Laws (although Divine) that do reſpe& 
The publick reſt, and properly dire, 

As Statutes politick, do make relation 

To times, and perſons, places, and occaſion. 
The Brazen Serpent, which by Gods Command 
Was builded up, was by the Prophets hand 
Beat down again, as 1mplous and' impure, 
When 1t became an Idol, nor a Cure. 

A moral Law needs no more warranty, 

Than Lawful Givers, and'conveniency, 

(Not croffing the Divine:) Ir lies in Kings 
Toad, and co inhibit all ſuch things 
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As in his Princely wiſdom ſhall ſeem beſt, 

And moſt vanrageous to the publick reſt, 

And whar before was an indifferent thing, 

His Law makes good or bad : A lawful King 

Is Gods Lieutenant 3. in his ſacred ear 

God whiſpers oft, and keeps his preſeyce there : 
To break a lawful Princes juſt Command, 
Is brokage of a fin at ſecond hand. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Aſſuerus As upon Record. 
The juſt mans virtue and reward. 


SECT. X X£, 


ND Aſſuerus ſtretcht his heavy hand 
A Laying a tribute both on Sea and Land 
Whar elſe he did, what Trophzes of his fame 
He left for time to glorifie his Name, 
With what xenawn and grace he did appay 
Thefaithful Heart of loyal Mordecaz ; 
Are they not kept in endleſs memory, 
Recorded in the Perſian Hiſtory ? 
For Mordecaz poſleſt the ſecond ſeat 
In all the Kingdom, and his Name 1s great 
Of God and man his vertues were approv'd, 
Of God and man-much honour'd and belov'd; 
Seeking his peoples good, and ſweer proſperity, 
And ſpeaking joyful peace tohis poſterity. 


Meditate 
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Meditat. XX. 


Hus thrives the man, thus proſper his endeavours, 
Thar builds on faith, and in thar faith perſevers: 
It 15no loſs to loſe; no gain, to ger, 
Tf hethat loſes all, ſhall win the Set : 
God helps the weakeſt, takes the loſers chair, 
And ſerring on the King doth ſoon repair 
His loſs with vengeance 3 He's not always beſt, 
That takes the higheſt place, nor he the leaſt 
That fits beneath: for outward fortunes can 
Expreſs how great, but not how good's the man ; 
Whom God will raiſe, he humbles firſt a while ; 
And where he raiſes, oft he means to ſpoil. 
. It matters not (Lord) what my fortunes be, 
May they bur lead or whip me home to thee. 


Here the Canonical Hiſtory of 
Queen EST HER ends. 
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Propofition'of the Work. 


W:3# thou diſcover in 4 curious Alap, © 
'V That Iſland, whith fond worldlinigs call miſ- 
Surrounded with aStagf tiny tears, © (haps 
The rothy dangers, ani the boggy Fears, © 
The ftorms of trouble, tht afflicted Natiin, | 
The beavy ſoyl, the lowly ſituation ? 

On wretcht Job lies ffrnd thy weepint oye, . 

And'ſee the colatty parired curiouſly. 


Woufdft thou behobt x1r noith,Scevie of Jorroth, f 2”, 
Whoſe woſul Plor the Author. did not borrow. © 
From Jad invention 9 The ſable Stage, © ' © 
The lively Aftors with their equipage ? | 
The Muſick, made of Sighs, the Songs of (ris, 
The ſad ſpeitators with their watry eyes ? 
Behold all this, comprized here in one :. 


 Expett the Plandir; whzathe Play is dom: * 


Or wouldſt thou ſee a well built Pinnace toft 
Upon the ſwelling Ocean, ſplit (almoſt ) 

| Now on acburliſh Rock ;, now fiercely ſieving 
BB ith labonring winds ; ow deſperately driving 
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Upon the boyling Sands, ber ſtorm-rent Flags, 
Her Main-Maft broke, her (anvas torn to rags, 
Her treaſure loſt, her men with lightning ſlain, 
And left a wreck to the relentleſs «tain ? 
Thu, thu and more, unto your moiſtned eyes, 
Our patient Job ſhall lively moralize. 


Wouldft thou behold unparallePd diſtreſs, -- 


I 


Which minds cannot out-think,, nor tongues expreſi 
Full ta the life, the Anvil, whereupon 

Miſchief doth work her Mafter-piece for none 

To imitate; the dire Anatomy 


Of ( core? diſſefted ) «Miſery , 


The face of Sorrow in her ſterneſt looks, 

The rueful eArgument of Tragick Books 

In brief, Would tender eyes %s. 6 to ſee 

(Summ'd up ) the greateſt ſorrows that canbe : 
Behold they then, poor Job afflifted here, 


And each Beholder ſpend ( at leaſt ) bus tear. 
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OF 


HEAVEN and EARTH : 


His Humble Servant Dedicates 
Himſelf, and implores the En- 
franchiſing of his MU SE. | 


I, 
Reat God, the indebted praiſes of thy plory, 
If man ſhould ms ay ns e 6 /ain 
To number forth ; the ſtones would make complaint, 
And write a never ending-Story, 
And, not without juit —__ ſay, 
Mens hearts are more obdure, than they 


M3 ' Deſmount oo 


= 


1H6 


" 
| Difſmount from Ehraven (O thou Diviner Power } 
Hanſel my ſlender Pipe, breath (thou ) upon it, 
That it may run an everlaſiino Sonet, 
Which envious time may not devour : 
Oh, let it ſmgto We days _ 
[ (Og: 1 ans Diſt) thy Jander Praiſe. 


3. 
Dirett the footſteps of wy ſober Muſe, 
To itupt je gh bf te For be it known, 
only ſopkt thy G lar ynop her even, | 
 Norirouzad for a ſecond ſo; -'- | 
If otherwiſe, O may ſhe never 
Sing more, but be ftruck, dumb for ever. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Job's Lineage, and Integrity, 

_ Iſſue, Wealth, Profperity, 
Childrens boty Feaſt : His wiſe 

Forecaf, and xealous Sacrifice. 


SECT. L 


N O T far from Caſins, in whoſe bemmonit womb ' 
Great Pompey's duſt lies crowned with his tomb, 
Weſtward, bevale Arabia and Zudea 
Is ſituate a Countrey calF'd 1dumea, 
There dwelt a man (brought from his Lineage, 
That for his belly fwopt his Heritage, ) 

His name was. 7ob, a man of uprighe will, 

Juſt, fearing Heaven, efchewing what was il, 

On whom his God had heap'd in higheſt meaſure 
The bounteous riches of his boundleſs treaſure, 
As well of Fortune, as of Grace, and Spirit, 
Goods for his Children, Children to inherit 3 

As did his Name, his wealth did daily wex, 

His ſeed did germinate, in either _ 

A hopeful Iſſue, whoſe deſcent ma 

His righteous race on foot; feven oath ſheep 
Did pay their Summer-tribute, and did add 
Their winter bleſſings to his Fold : He had 
Three thonſand Camels, able for their load, 
"_ Brown Aſſes furahofor the Road, 


a, 
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AS __—_ of Oxen, to maintain 
His houſhold, for he had a non train; 
Nor was there any in the Eaſt, the which 
In vertue was ſo rare, in wealth fo rich. 

Upon a time, his children (to improve 
The ſweet affe@ion of their mutual love) 
Made ſolemn feaſts ; each feaſted in his turn, 
(For there's a time to mirth, as well as mourn) 
And who, by courſe was Maſter of the Feaſt, 
Unto his home invited all the reſt. 

Even as a Hen (whoſe tender brood forſake 
The downy cloſet of her wings, and take 
Each its affe&ted way) marks how they feed, 
This, on that crum ; and that, on rother ſeed 
Moves, as they move ; and ſtays when as they ſtay, 
And ſeems delighted in their infant play : 
Yet fearing danger with a buſie eye, 


Looks here and there, if _ e can eſpy, 


Which unawares might ſnatch a booty from her, 
Eyes all that paſs, and watches every comer : 
Even fo th' affe&ion of this tender Sire, 

(Being made more fervent with the ſelf-ſame fire 
Of deareft love, which flamed in their breſts, 
Preſerved (as by fewel) in thoſe Feaſts) 

Was raviſht in the height of joys to ſee 

His happy childrens ten-fold unity : 

As was his joy, ſuch was his holy fear, 

Leſt he that plants his Engines every where, 
Baited with golden fins, and re-inſnares 

The ſoul of man, turning his wheat to tares, 
Should feaſon Error with the tafte of truth, 
And tempt the frailty of their tender youth. 
No arg apa _—_ org y 

Opened the twilight of her waking eye, 

Abd in her breaking light had promis'd day, 
But up he roſe, his holy hands did lay 


[ 
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Upon the ſacred Altar (one by one) Y 
An early Sacrifice for every Son : 
For who can tell ? (ſaid be) my Sons (perchance ) 
Have ſlipt ſome ſin, which neither ignorance 
Plexded, nor want of heed, nor youth can cure 5 
Sin ſteals unſeen, when men ſleep moſt ſecure. 


Meditat. 1. 


Wor is the badge of poverty : then he 
That wanteth moſt, is the moſt poor, lay we. 


The wretch that hunger drives from door to door, 
.; Aiming at preſent Alms, defires no more. 

The toyling Swain, that hath with pleaſing trouble 
Cookt a ſmall Fortune, would that fortune double, 

. Which dearly bought with ſlav'ry, then (alas) 
He would be deem'd a man, that's well to pals : 
Which got, his mind's now tickled with an itch, 
But to deſerve that glorious ſtile of rich. 
Thar done, h* enjoys the crown of all his labour, 
Could he but once out-noſe his riyht-hand neighbour: 
Lives he at quiet now ? Now he begins 
To wiſh that Us'ry were the leaſt of fins : 
Burt great, or ſmall he tries, and (weer's the trouble, 
And for its ſake he wiſheth all things double , 
Thus wiſhing ſtill, his wiſhes never ceaſe, 
But as his wealth, his wiſhes ſtill encreaſe. 

Wiſhes proceed from'want : the richeſt then, 
Moſt wiſhing, want moſt, and are pooreſt men: 
If he be poar, that wanteth much, how poor 
Is he that hath too much, and yer wants more ? 
Thrice happy he, to whom the bounty of Heaven, 
Sufficient, with a ſparing hand, hath given : 
'Tis Grace, not Gold, makes great; ſeverbut which, 
The rich man is but poor, the poor man rich. Rr: 
& 1e 
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The faireſt Crop, of either Graſs, or Grain, 

Is not for uſe, undew'd with timely rain, 

The wealth of Creſus, were 1t to be given, 
Were not thank-worthy, if unbleſt by Heaven. 

Even as fair Phebe, in Diameter, 

(Earth interpos'd betwixt the Sun and her) 
Suffers Eclipſe, and is diſrubed quite | 
(During the time) of all her borrowed light ; 
So Riches, which fond Mortals fo imbrace, 
Tf not enlightned with the beams of Grace, 
B'ing interpoſed with too groſs a Care, 

They lie obſcured ; and no riches are. 

My ſtint.of wealth lies not in my expreſſing, 
With 7acob's ſtore (Lord) give me Facob's bleſfing, 
Or if, at night, thou grant me Lazur's boon, 
Let Lg Dogs _ _ my ſores at noon: 
Lord, pair my wealth by my Capacity, 

Leſt I, A i, or it ſuit nor Es.” 

This humbly do I ſue for at thy kand, 

Enough, and not too much for thy command. 
Lord, what thou lend'ſt, ſhall ſerve bur in the place 
Of reckoning Counters, to ſum up thy Grace. 


A— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Satan appears, and then profeſſes 
Himſelf man's Enemy ; confeſſes 

. God's love to Job, maligns bis Faith, 
Gains power over all be bathe 


SECT. IT. 


Pon a time, when Heaven's ſiveet quire of Saints 
(Whoſe everlaſtipg Hallelujah chauns Th 
. c 
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The higheſt praiſe of their celeſtial King ) 
Before their Lord did their preſentment bring 
Of th' execution of his facred will, 
Committed to their fun&ion to fulfil : 
Saran catye too (that Satan, which betrar'd 
The ſoul of man to dearh's eternal ſhade ; 
Saran came too) and inthe midſt he ſtands, 
Like to a Vulture *'mongſt a herd of Swans. 
Said then th' Eternal ; From what quarter now 
Hath buſineſs brought thee ? (Satan) whence com' thou 2? 
The Lord of Heaven (ſaid th' infernal) ſince ; 
Thou hat entitled me the Worlds great Prince, 
I bave been praftiſing mine old projeſſion, 
And come from campaſſing my large Poſſeſſion, 
Tempting thy ſans, and (like a roaring Lion) 
Seeking my prey, difturb the peace of Sion; 
I come from ſowing tares among thy wheat, 
To bim that ſhall. difſembls Peter's ſeat, 
I bave been plotting how to prompt the death 
Of Chriſtian Princes, and the bribed breath 
Of cheapued Fuftice, hath my fire inflam'd 
With ſpirit of boldneſs, for a while, unſham'd. 
I come from planting ſtrife and flern debate, 
'Twixt private man and man, 'twixt State and State, 
Subverting #ruth with all the power 1 can, | 
Accuſing Man to God; and God to Man :* 
I daily ſow freſh $chiſmes among thy Saints ; 
T buffet them, and laugh at their complaints ; 
The Earth #s my Dominion, Hell's my home, 
. I round the World, and ſo from thence I come. 
Said then th' Eternal: True, thou haſt not fail'd 
Of what thoy ſayft; thy ſpirit hath prevaiſd 
To vex my little Plock : thou haſt been bold 
To make them ſtray, a little, from their Fold, 
But ſay 3 In. all thy hard Adventures, bath 
_ Thin eye: obſerved Job my Servant's faith ? 
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Hath open force, or ſecret fraud beſet - 

His bulwark ſo impregnable as yet ? 

And baft thou (without envy) yet bebeld, 

How hat the World his ſecond cannot yield ? 

Haft thou not ſound, that he's of upright will, 
uſt, ſearing God, eſchewing what us ll ? 

- True Lord (repl#'d the Fiend) thy Champion bath 

A ſirong and fervent (yet a craſty) Faith. 

A forced love needs no ſuch great applauſe, 

He loves but ill, that loves not for a cauſe : 

Haft thou not heap" d bis Garners with exceſs ? 

Inricht his paſtures ? Doth not he poſſuſs 

All that be hath, or can demand from thee ? 

His Coffers fill d, bis Land ftock'd plenteouſly ? 

Hath not thy love ſurrounded him about, 

And hedg'd him in, to fence my praftice out ? 

But (malls the trial of a ſaith, in this, 

If thou ſupport him, "tis thy firength, not his. 

Can then my power, that ſtands by thy permiſſion, 

Encounter, where thou makft au oppoſition ? 

Stretch forth thy band, and ſmite but what he bath, 

And prove thou then the temper of his faith : 

Ceaſe cock'ring bis fond humor, veil thy grace, 

No doubt but bell blaſpheme thee to thy ace. 
Lo, (ſaid th* Eternal) to thy curſed band, 

T bere commit bis mighty flock, his land, 

His hopeful Tſſue, and Wealth, though ne'r ſo much ; 

Himſelf, alone, thou ſhalt forbear to touch. 


L—_ 


_ 


Meditat. IT 


_ begg'd once, and found his pray'rs reward ; 
We often beg, yet oft return unheard. 

Tf granting be th' effe& of love, then we 

Conclude our feclvyes to be lefs loy'd, than he : 
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True, Satan begg'd, and begg'd his ſhame, no leſs; 

"Twas granted 3; ſhall we envy his ſucceſs ? 

We beg, and our requeſt's (perchance) nor granted ; 

God knew, perhaps, it were worſe had, than wanted, 
Can God and Belzal both joyn in one will ; 

The one to ask, the other to fulfil ? 

Sooner ſhall Stygian darkneſs blend with light, 

The Froſt with Fire, ſooner day with Night. 

True, God and Satan will'd the ſelf-ſame will, 

But God intended Good ; and Satan, Ill : 

That will produc'd a ſeveral conclufion 

He aim'd at Man's, and God at his confuſion : 

He thatdrew light from out the depth of ſhade, 

And made of nothing, wharſoe'r he made, 

Canout of ſeeming Evil, bring good events ; 

God worketh Good, though by ill Inſtruments, 
As in a Clock, one motion doth convey 

And carry divers wheels a ſeveral way : 

Yet all rogether, by the great wheels force, 

Dire& the hand unto his proper courſe : 

Even ſo, that ſacred Will, alchough it uſe 

Means ſeeming contrary 3 yet all conduce 

To one effe&, and in a free conſent | 

They bring to paſs Heaven's high decreed intent, 

Takes God delight in humane weakneſs, then ? 

What glory reaps he from affliifed men ? 

The ſpirit gone, can fleſh and blood indure? 

God bw his Gold, to make his Gold more pure. 
Evenas a Nurſe whoſe Child's imperfe& pace 

Can hardly lead his foot from place to place, 

Leaves her fond kiſſing, ſers him down to go, 

Nor does uphold him for a ſtep or two 3 

But when ſhe finds that he begins to fall , 

She holds him up, and kiſſes him withal : 

So God from man ſometimes withdraws his hand 

A:wlnle, to teach his infant-faith to ſtaud 3; = 
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Bur when he ſees his ſeeble ſtrength begin 

To fail, he gently takts him up agaitt, © © '/” 
Lord, I'm a child ; fo gitide thy paces tit, 

That f may learn ro walk an upright than : ' 

So ſhield my faith, that T thay trever doubt thee; 

For I ſhall fall, if &'r I walk without thee. 


4 1 RY 


THE ARGUMENT. 
The frighted Meſſengers tef Job 
His four-fold loſs: he rends his robe 5 


Submits him to bis Makers trafl, 
Whom be concludeth t8 be jv 


— 


_ SECT. 111. 


|S] P ON that very day, when all the reſt | 
Were frolick at their elder Brother's feaff; 
A breathleſs man, prickt on with winged feat; 
With ſtaring eyes diſtrated here and there, 
( Like kindled exhalations in the Air - | 
Ar midnight glowing) .his ſtiff-boking hair, 
( Nor much unlike the Pens of Porcupines } 
Crofling his arms, and making woful ſigns, 
x Perboil'd in ſweat, ſhaking his fearful head, 
Thar often lookt behind him, as he fled, 
He ran to Fob, ſtill. ne'rthelels afraid, | 
His broken blaſt breath'd forth rheſe words, and ſatd ; 
. Alas! 2 x Lord) the whiles thy ſervant pl'd 
Thy painitut Plough, and whilft on every fide 
Thy Aﬀles fed about us as we wrought, 
There ſallied forth on us Cldpoting nought, 
Nor ought intending bur:our cheerful pain ) 
A rout of rude Sabeans with their train  , 


I. 


{8 Armed j 
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Armed with death, and deaf to all our Cries, 
Which with hand did in an hour ſurprize 
All that _ b and whulft oor in _ 
To Ir 1mpartia s have ſlain 
Thy faithful ſervants with their thirſty Sword, 
I only ſcap'd to bring this woful word. 
No ſooner had he clos'd his lips, bur ſee ! 
Another comes, as much agaſt as he : 
A flaſh of fire (faid = new faln from Heaven, 
Hath all thy fervants of their lives bereaven, 
' - And burnt thy ſheep 3 I, I alone am he 
That's left unſlain, to bring the news to thee. 
This tale not fully told, a third enſues, 
Whoſe lips in labour with more heavy news, 
Brake thus 3 the forces of a triple band 
Brought from the fierce Chaldeans, with ſtrong hand 
Hath ſeiz'd thy Camels, murther'd with the Sword: 
Thy fervants all, but me that brings thee word. 


Before the air had cool'd his hafty breath , 
Ruſh in a fourth, with viſage pale as death : 
The while (faid he) children all were ſharing 


Mirth art a feaſt of thy firſt ſon's preparing, 

Aroſe a wind, whoſe errand had more haſte, 

Than happy ſpeed, which with a full-mouth'd blaſt 
Hath ſmote the houſe, which hath thy children reft 
Of all theirflives, and thou art childleſs left ; 

Thy children all are flamn, all ſhin together, 

I only ſcap'd to-bring the ridings hither. 

So faid, Behold the tat, whoſe wealth did flow 
Liketo. a ſpring-ride, one bare hour ago, | 
With the unpattern'd height of fortunes bleft, 
Above the . greateſt dweller in the Eaft; 

He thar was Sire of many fons but now, 

Lord of mneh People, and while-e's could ſhow 
Such herds of.Catre: He, whoſe fleecy ſtock 
Of ſheep could boaſt ſeyen thoufand In a flock, 


See 
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See how he lies, of all his wealth deſpoil'd, 
He now hath neither ſervant, ſheep, nor child. 
Like a poor man arofe the patient Fob, 
Stun'd with the news) and rent.his purple Robe, 
haved the hair from off his woful "car 
And proſtrate on the floor he worſhipped : 
Naked, ah! Poor and naked did 1 come 
Forth from the. cloſet of my mothers womb, 
And ſhall return (alas ! ) the very ſame 
To th" Earth, 4s poor and nabed as I came: 
God gtves, and takes ; and why ſhould he not have 
A priviledge,: to take thoſe things be gave? 
We men miſtake our tenure oft, for He + 
Lends us at will, that we miſcal as Fee ; 
He ve-aſſumes his own, tabes but the ſame, 
He lent a while. Thrice hlefſed be his Name: 
Tn all this paſſage, Job, inheart, nor tongue 
Thought God unjuſt, or charg'd his hand wthwrong, 


— 


Meditat. TI L. 


T HE proudeſt pitch of that vi&orious ſpirit, 
k Was but to win _ _ whereby tr inheric 

e airy purchaſe of a tranſntory, 
And glozing ticle of an Ages Glory 3 
Wouldſt thou by conqueſt win more fame than he ? 
Subdue thy ſelf, thy ſelf*s a world to thee : 
Earth's but a Ball that Heaven hath quilted o'r 
With wealth and honour, banded on the floor 
Of fickle fortunes falſe and ſlippery Court, 
Sent for a toy, to make us children ſport, 

; Mans fariate ſpirits with freſh delights ſupplying 3 
To ſtill the fondlings of the world from crying, 
And he whoſe merit amounts to ſuch a joy, 
Gains but the honour of a mighty toy. 
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. But wouldſt thou conquer, have thy conqueſt crown'd 
By hands of Seraphims, triumph'd with the ſound 
Of Heaven's loud.Trumpet, warbled by the ſhrill 
Celeſtial Quire, recorded with a Quill, 
Pluckt from the Pinion of an Angels wing, 
Confirm'd with joy, by Heaven's Eternal King; 
Conquer thy ſelf, thy rebel thoughts repel, 
And chaſe thoſe falſe affe&ions that rebel. Eno 
Hath Heaven deſpoil'd what his full hand hath given thee? 
Nipt thy ſuceceding Bloſſoms ? or bereaven thee | 
Of thy dear lateſt hope thy boſom Friend ? 
Doth ſad Deſpair deny theſe griefs an end ? 
Deſpair's a whiſp' ring Rebel, that within thee 
Bribes all thy Field, and ers thy ſelf againſt thee : 
Make keen thy Faith, and with thy force let flee, 
If thou not conquer him, he'll conquer thee : 
Advance thy ſhield of Patience to thy head, 
And when grief ſtrikes,'twill ſtrike the ſtriker dead. 
The patient man in ſorrow ſpies relief, 
And by the tail he couples Joy with Grief. 

In adverſe Fortunes be thou ſtrong and ſtour, 
And bravely win thy (elf, Heaven holds nor our 
His Bow, for ever bent. "The diſpofition 
Of nobleſt ſpirits, doth, by oppoſition 
Exaſperate the more : A gloomy night 
Whets on the morning to return more bright : 
A blade well trr'd, deſerves a treble price, 
And Virtue's pureſt, moſt oppos'd by Vice: _ 
Brave minds oppreſt, ſhould (in deſpight of Fare) 
Look greateſt (like the Sun) in lowelt ſtate: 


Burt ah! ſhall God thus ſtrive with fleſh and blood : 
Receives he glory from, or reaps he Good 
In Mortals Ruine, thar he leaves man fo 
To be o'rwhelm'd by his unequal foe ? 
May not a Potter, that from our the ground 
Hath fram'd a Veſlel, ſearch mk be ſound ? 


a 
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Or if by furbiſhing he take more pain 

To make it fairer, ſhall the Pot complam ? 

Mortal, ,thou art but Clay : then ſhall nor he 

That fram'd thee for his ſervice, ſeaſon thee ? 

Man, cloſe thy lips, be thou no undertaker 

Of Gods deſigns, Diſpute not with thy Maker. 

Lord, *tis againſt rhy nature to do ill, 

Then give me power to bear, and work thy will ; 
Thou know'ſt what's beſt, make thou thine own conclu- 
Be glorifi'd, although in my confuſion. ( ſion, 


—— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Satan the ſecond time appears - 
Before th' Eternal, boldly dares 
Malign Job's tried faith afreſh, 
And gains the affiidting of bis Fleſh. 


SECT. IP. 


Nce more, when Heaven's harmonious Quiriſters 
Appear'd before his Throne, (whoſe miniſters 
They are, of his concealed Will) to render 
Their ſtri& account of Juſtice, and to tender 
Th accepted Sacrifice of higheſt praiſe, 
( Warbled in Sonnets, and celeſtial Lays ) 
Satan came too, bold, as an hungry Fox, 
Or rayenous Wolf amid the tender Flocks. 

Saran, (ſaid thenth' Eternal) from whence now 
Hath thy employment driven thee ? whence com'ſt thou? 
Satan replies : Great God of Heaven and Earth, 
T come from tempting, and from making mirth, 
To hear thy deareſt Children whine and roar : 
In brief, I come, from whence I came Þefore. 


Said 
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Said then th' Eternal, Haſt thou not beheld 
My ſervants Faith, how like a ſeven-fold ſhield, 
Ic hath defended his integrity | 
Againſt thy fiery Darts ? Hath nor thine Eye 
(Thine evious eye) perceiv'd how purely juſt 
He ſtands, and perſe&, worthy of the truſt 
T lent into his hand, perfiſting ſtill 
Juſt, fearing God, eſchewing whar js ill ? 
\'Twas not the Joſs of his ſo fair a flock, 
Nor ſudden rape of tuch a mighty ſtock ; 
*Twas neither loſs of ſervants, nor his Sons 
Untimely ſlaughter (aGted all at once) wo 
Could make him quail, or warp fo true a Faith, 
Or ſtain ſo pure a Love, ſay (Satan) hath 
Thy hand (fo deeply counterfeiting mine) 
Made him miſtruſt his God, or once repine ? 
Can there in all the Earth, ſay, can there be 
A man ſo perfe&, and ſo juſt, as he ? 
Replies the Tempter: Lord, an outward lofs 
Hopes for repair, it's but a common croſs : 
I know thy ſervant's wiſe, a wiſe forecaſt o@ 
Grieves for things preſent, nor for things are paſt ; 
Perchancethe rumor of his ſullen heart 
Brooks loſs of all, fince he hath loſt a part 3 
My ſelf have ſervants, who can make true boaſt, 
They gave away as much as he harh loſt : 
Others (which Learning made ſo wiſely mad) 
Refuſe ſuch Fortunes as he never had ; 
A Faith's not tri'd by this uncertain Touch; 
Others, that never knew thee, did as much: 
Lend me thy power then, that I might once 
Bur facrifice his Fleſh, affli& his Bones, 
And pierce his Hide, but for a moments ſpace, 
Thy Darling then would curſe thee to.thy face. 
To which, th' Eternal thus : H# bodze's thing, 
To plague thy fill, withal L. do coufine 
2 
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Thy power to her liſts : Afi and tear 
His fleſh at pleaſure : But his life ſorbear. 


* 
_ 


Meditat. I V. 


LI Oth Goods and Body too! who can it ſtand ? 
I Expedt not Fob's uprightneſs, at my hand, 
Without 7ob's aid ; the temper of my Paſſion, 
(Untam'd by thee) can brook no 7ob's Tempration ; 
For Iam weak and frajl, and what I can 
Moſt boaſt of, proves me but a /inful- Man 
Things that T ſhould avoid, I do ; and what 
I am 1njoyn'd to do, that do I nor. 
My fleſhis weak, too ſtrong in this alone, 
It rules my ſpirir, that ſhould be-rul'd by none 
But thee 3 my ſpirit's fainr, and hath been never 
Free from the fits of fins quotidian Fever. 
My powers are all corrupt, corrupt my Will, 
Marble to good, and wax to what 1s 111 ; 
Eclipſed is my reaſon, and my Wit, 
By interpoſing Earth 'twixt Heaven and it: 
My Mem'ry's likea Searce of Lawn ( alas! ) 
It keeps things groſs, and lets the purer paſs. 
What have I then to boaſt ? whar title can 
I challenge more, than this, 4 ſinfil Man ? 
Yet do I ſometimes feel a warm defire, 
Raiſe my low thoughts and dull affe&ions higher, 
Where, like a ſoul entranc'd, my ſpirit flies, 
Makes leagues with Angels, and brings Deities 
Half way to Heaven, ſhakes hands with Seraphims, 
And boldly mingles wings with Cherubims, 
From whence I look aſkauns adown the Earth, 
Pity my ſelf, and loſe my place of birth : 
But while I thus my tower ſtate deplore, 


I wake, and prove the wretch I was before. 
Eyecn 
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Even as the Needle that dire&s the hour, 
(Toucht with the Loadſtone) by the ſecret power 
Of hidden Nature, points upon the Pole ; 
Even ſo the wav*ring powers of my ſoul, 
Toucht by the vertue of thy Spirit, flee 
From what 1s Earth, and point alone to Thee. 
When I have faith to hold thee by the Hand, 
I walk ſecurely , and methinks I ſtand 
More firm, than Atlas; but when I forſake 
The fafe proteRion of thine Arm, T quake 
Like wind-ſhak'd Reed, and have no ſtrength ar all, 
But like a Vine, (the prop cut down) I fall. 
Yet wretched I, (when as thy juſtice lends _ 
Thy glorious preſence from me) ſtraight am Friends 
With fleſh and blood, forget thy Grace, flie from 1t, 
And, like a Dog, return unto my vomit 3 
The fawning world to pleaſure then invites 
My wandring eyes ; the Fleſh preſents delights 
Unto my yielding heart, which thinks thoſe pleaſurcs 
Are only bus'neſs now, and rareſt treaſures 
Content can glory in, whilſt T, ſecure, 
Stoop to the painted Plumes of Satans Lure : 
Thus I captiv'd, and drunk with pleaſures wine, 
Like to a mad-man, \think no ſtate like mine. 
What have I then to boaſt, whart ritle can 
I challenge more than this, 4 ſinful man ? 
I feel my, grief enough, nox can I be 
Redreſt by any, but (great God) by thee. 
Too great thou art to came within my Roof, 
Say but the word, Be whole, and *ris enough 3 
Till then, my rongue ſhall never ceaſe, mine eyes 
Ne'r cloſe, my lowly bended knees ne'r riſe: 
Till then my foul ſhallne'r want early ſobs, 
My cheeks no tears, my penſive breſt no throbs, 
n heart ſhall lack no'zeal, nor tongue expreſſing, 
ſtrive, like Facob, till I get my Bleſſing: 
| N 3 Say 


© 
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Say then, Be Clean, Pl never ſtop till then ; 
Heaven ne'r ſhall 'reſt, till Heaven ſhall ſay, 4+. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Job ſmote with Ulcers, groveling lies; 
Plung'd in a Gulf of Miſertes ; 

His wiſe to blaſphemy doth tempt him ; 
His three Friends viſit, and lament him. 


SECT. V, 


i 
| go as 4' Truant-Scholar (whoſe delay 
Is worſe than whipping) having leave to play, 
Makes haſte to he inlarged from the Toyl 
Of his negle&ed School, turns ſpeedy tail 
Upon his-tedious/book (fo 1lf befriended) 
Before his Maſter's 1te be full ended': 
So thankleſs Satan, full of winged haſte, 
Thinking all. time,” not ſpent in miſchief, waſte, 
Departs with: ſpeed, leſs patient rs forbear 
The patient E:y than patient Job to' bear. 
Forth from the furnace of his Noſtril flies 

A ſulph'rous vapour, which (by the' envious eyes 
Of this foul Fiend inflam'd} poſleſt rhe fair 
And (weet complexion of th* abnſed Air, 
With peſtilence, and' nn ſo far) 
Took the adyantage of his worſer ſtar, - 
Smote him witf' Ulcers,” (ſuch asonee befel 
- Ti Egyyann Moen As Hotand fell, 

Which like a ſearching Terter uncorrected, 
Left no part of his body unaffe@&ed; 
From head to foot no enipty place'was found, - 
"That could b'aMi&ed with another: wound': : 
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So noyſom was the nature ofhis grief, 

That (left by Friends and wife, that ſhould be chicf 

Aſfiſters) he, poor he, alone remain'd 

Groveling in Aſhes, being (himſelf) conſtrain'd 

With Pot-ſheards to ſcrape off thoſe rip'ned coars, 

(Which dogs diſdain'd to lick) from our his ſores, 
Which when his wife beheld, aduſt and keen 

Her paſſion waxt, made ſtrong with ſcorn and ſpleen ; 

Like as the winds, impriſon'd in the Earth, 

And barr'd the paſſage to their natural birth, 

Grow fierce 3 and milling to be longer pent, 

Break in an Earthquake, ſhake the world and vent ; 

So brake ſhe forth, ſo forth her fury brake, 

Till now pent in with ſhame, and thus ſhe ſpake : 
Fond Saint, thine innocence finds timely ſpeed, 

A fooliſh Saint receives a Saintly meed ; 

Is this the juſt man's recompence ? Or hath 

Heaven no Tequital, for thy painful Faith, 

Other than this ? what have thy qealous Qualms, 

Abſtemious Faſtings, and thy hopeful Alms, 

Thy private groans, and often bended knees, 

No other end, no- other thanks but theſe ? 

Fond man ! ſubmit thee to a hinder Fate, 

Ceaſe to be” righteoixs at ſo dear a rate, 

'Tzs Eraven, not Fortune, that thy weal debars ; 

Curſe Heaven then, and not thy wayward Stars : 

"Tis God that plagues thee, God not knowing why, 

Curſe then that God, revenge thy wrongs and die. 
Fob then reply'd, God loves where be chaftiz;d: 

Thou ſhrakeſt liht- a fool, and lt advit'd ; 

Laugh wr to lick the ſweet, and ſhafl we lowr, 

If be be pleas d- to ſend a little ſowr ? 

Am 1 ſo weak, one blaft' or two' ſhould chill me? 

Il truft my- Maker, though my Maker kill me. 
When theſe ſad ridings fill'd thoſe nching ears 

Of Earchs black-babling daughter (ſhe that hears FR 
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And vents alike, both truth and forgeries, 

And urters, often, cheaper than ſhe buyes) 

She ſpred the pinions of her nimble wings, 
Advanc'd her Trumpet, and away fhe ſprings, 
And fills the whiſp'ring air, which ſoon poſſeſt 
The ſpacious borders of th* enquiring Eaſt ; 

Upon the ſummons of ſuch ſolemn news, 
Whoſe truth malignant Fame could not abuſe, 

His woful Friends came to him, tothe end: + 

To comfort, and bewatl their wretched Friend. 
But when they came far off, they did not knoiv 
Whether it were the ſelf-ſame Friend or no : 
(Brim-fill'd with briny woe) they wept and tore 
(T' expreſs their grief ) the garments that they wore, 
Seven days and mighes they fate upon the ground, 
But ſpake not, for his ſorrows did abound. 


| Meditat. W. 
AY, Is not Satan juſtly ſtiled then, 


A Tempter, and an Enemy to Men ? 

What could he more? His wiſh would not extend 
To death, leſt his aſſaults with death ſhould end : - 
Than what he did, what could he further do ? 
His hand hath ſeiz'd both goods and body roo. - 
The hopeful iſſue of a holy ſtrain, 7 
In ſuch a dearth,of holineſs is ſlain : 
Whar hath theLazar left him, but his grief, 
And (what might beſt be ſpar'd) his fooliſh wife ? 
Could miſchief been more hard, (though more in kind) 
& To nip the flowers, and leave the weeds behind? © © 

Woman was made a helper by Creation, - 
A Helper, not alone for. Propagation, 
Or fond Delights, burfiveer Society, | 
Which Man (alone) ſhould want, and to ſupply. 


Comforts 
.; : 
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Coforts to him for whom her Sex was made, 
That each may joy in eithers needful aid : 
But faireſt Angels had-the' fouleſt fall ; 
And beſt things (once abus'd) prove worſt of all: 
Elſe had not Satan been ſo foul a Fiend, 
Elſe had not woman prov'd fo falſe a Friend. 
Ev*n as the treacherous Fowler, to entice 
His filly winged Prey, doth firſt deviſe 
To make a Bird his ſtale, ar whoſe falſe call, 
Others may chance into the ſelf-ſame thrall: 
Even fo, that crafty ſnarer of Mankind, 
Finding Man's righteous Palate not inclin'd 
To taſte the ſweerneſs of his gilded baits, 
Makes a collateral ſuit, and lily waits 
Upon the weakneſs of ſome boſom Friend, 
From whoſe enticement he expeds his end. 
Ah righteous 7ob, what croſs was left unknown ? 
What grief may be deſcrib'd, but what's thine own ? 
Is this a Juſt man's caſe ? What doth befal 
To one man, may as well betide to all. 
The worſt I'll look for, that I can proje&, 
If better come, *tis more'than I expe& 3 
If otherwiſe, I'm arm'd with Preparation 3 
No forrow's ſudden to an expectation. 
Lord, to thy wiſdom I ſubmit my Will, 
] will be thankful, ſend me good or 1ll 3 
If good, my preſent ſtate will paſs the ſweerer 3 
If 11, my Crown of glory ſhall be the greater. 


THE ARGUMENT. 27 


O'rwhelm'd with grief, Job breaketh forth 
Into impatience : Bans bu Birth, 

Profeſſes that bis . heart: did doubt, 

And fear, what ſince. bath fallen out. 


—__— 


SECT. 


% 
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SECT. Vh 
Orn bare with grief, the patient 7b betraid 

\ Ais ſeven-days ſilence, curſthis day; and aid, 

O that my day of birth ha# never been, 
Nor yet the night which I was brought forth in" 
Be it not number'd for 4 Day, let Light 
Not make a difference "twixt it and Night ; 
Let gloomy ſhade, (than death viore ſable) paſs 
Upor it, to declare how fatal *twas : R 
Let Cloulds o'recaſt it, and as bateful make it, ; 
As life's to him, whom Tortwres' bid forſake it : 
From her next day, let that black Night be cut, 
Nor in the recÞning of the Months be put : 
Let Deſolation fill it aH Night long, 
In it be never heard a Bridal Song : 
Let all ſad Mourners that do' curſe the night, 
when light's drawn in, begin to curſe' this night 3 
Her evening twilight, lit foul darkneſs ſtain, 
And may ber midnight expttFt light in vain 
Let not ber . infant Day (bit newly born) 
Suffer *t to ſee the Eye-lids' of the morn ; 
Becauſe my Mothers Womb #t would not cloze, 
which gave me paſſage to endure theſe Woes 1 
Why died 1 not in ny conception, rather ? 
Or, why was not niy birth, and death together ? 
why did the” Millwiſe take me' on ber knees ? 
why did 1 ſuck, to feel*ſath gritfs as theſe ? 
Then had this body never been oppreft, 
1 bad injoy'd th* eternal ſtrep of reſt; 
With Kings and mighty Monarchs that lie crown'd 
with fately' Monuntents, poor' 1, bad found 
A place of Refi, had born as great a: ſway, 
Had been as bappy, and as rich as thiy*: 
Why was not I as an abbrtive birth; 
That #er -had known the horrors of the Earth ? 


JOB MI LIT ANT. 
The flent Grave is quiet from the fear 
of Tyrants : Tyvants are appeaſed there : 
The grinded Pris ner hears not (there) the noiſe, 
Nor harder threatnings of th Oppreſſors voice : 
Beth rich and poor are equall'd in the Grave, 
Servants no Lords, and Lords no Servants have : 
what needs there light to him that's comfortleſs ? 
Or life to ſuch as languiſh in diſtreſs, 
And long for death, which if it come by leiſure, 
They ranſack for it, as a hidden treaſure : 
What needs there. life to him, that cannot bave 
A Boon more gracious, than a quiet Grave ? 
Or elſe to him, whom God hath wal[d about, 
That would, but caxnot find a paſſage out ? 
When I but taſte, my ſighs return my- ſood, 
The flowing of my tears bave rais'd a flood 3 
When my eftate was profperous, 1 did. ſear, 


Left by ſome heedleſs ſlip, or want of” care, 

] might be brought to miſery, and (alas !) 
What I did then ſo fear,. is come to-aſs : 

But though ſecure, my ſoul did never ſlunber, 

Tt do my woes exceed both weight, . and numbir: 


end 3 Co: 4 


— 
| ——— 


Meditate V I. 
O poor a thing is Man : No Fleſh and Blood 

Deſerve the ſtyle of Abſolately god : | 
The righteous'mhan ſins oft 3- whoſe power's ſuch 
To fin the leaft; fins: (at the'leaft) - roo much: 
The man whoſe'fath diſdain'd*his- Iſaac's ' life, 
Diſſembled once, a Siſter, for a'Wife-:- 
The righteous Lot, being drunk, did make (at once) 
His Daughters both half Siſters to their ſons : 
The Royal Favourite of Heaven ſtood 
Not guildek of Adultery and Blood : 
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And he whoſe hands did bwld the Temple, doth 

Bow down his luſtful knees to Aſhteroth : 

The ſinful woman was accus'd, butnone 

Was found, that could begin to fling a ſtone : 

From mudled Springs, can Cryſtal water come ? 

In ſome things all men fin; in all things ſome. 
Even as the ſoil (which Aprzls gentle ſhowrs 

Have fill'd with ſweetneſs, and enrichr with flowrs) 

Rears up her ſucking plants, ſtill ſhooting forth 

The tender bloſſoms of her timely birth, 

But if den!'d the bearys of chearly May, 

They hang their wjthered heads, and fade away : 

So man, afliſted by th' Almighty's hand, : 

His faith doth flouriſh, and | ache ſtand, 

Bur left- a while, forſook (as in a ſhade) 


It languiſhes, and nipt with fin, doth fade. 
No gold 15 pure from drofs, though oft refin'd ; 


' The ſtrongeſt Cedar's ſhaken with the wind 3 

The faireſt Roſe hath no prerogative 

Againſt the fretting Canker-worm: The Hive 

No Honey yields unblended with the wax : 

The fineſt linnen hath both ſoil and bracks : 

. The beſt of men have ſins; none lives ſecure, 

In nature nothing's perfe&, nothing pure. 

Lord, fince I muſt needs fin, yer grant that I 
Forge no advantage by infirmity : - 

Since that my veſture cannot want a ſtain, 
Affiſt me, let the tinRure be in grain. 
To thee (my great Redeemer) do I flie, 

Tt 15 thy Death alone, can change my Dye ; 
Tears, mingled with thy blood, can ſcour ſo, 
That ſcarlet ſins ſhall turn, as white as ſnow. 


_ 
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THE ARGUMENT. . 


Raſh Eliphaz reproves, and rates ; 
' And falſly cenſures Job : Relates 

Hu Viſion 3 ſhews him the event 

of wicked men : Bids him repent. 


SECT. VII. 


Tin Eliphaz, his pounded tongue repliey'd, 
And faid,ſhould I contend, thou wouldſt be griev'd, 

Yet what man can rcfrain, but he muſt break 
His angry filence,. having heard thee ſpeak ? 

Oſudden change ! many haſt thou direGed, - 
And ſtrengthned thoſe whoſe minds have been deje&ed, 
Thy ſacred Thews, and ſweet Inftru&ions, did 
Help thoſe were falling, rais'd up ſuch as flid ; 
But now it is thy caſe, thy ſoul 1s vext, 
And canft not help thy ſelf, thy ſelf perplext; 
Thou lov'ſt thy God bur baſely for thy profit, 
Fear'ſt him in further expeRarion of it : 
Judge then : Did Record ever round thine ear 
That God forſook the heart that was ſincere ? 
But often have we ſeen, that ſuch as plow 
Lewdnefs, and miſchief, reap the ſame they ſow : 
So have proud Tyrants fromtheir Thrones been caſt, 
With all their off-ſpring, by th' Almightfes btaft ; 
And they whoſe hands have been imbrew'd 1n blood, 
Have with their Iſſue dr'd for want of food. 

A viſion lately appear'd before my fight, 
Indepth of darkneſs, andthe dead of night, 
Unwonted fear uſurp'd me round abour, 


My trembling bones were ſore, from head to foot : 
Forth- 
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Forthwith a Spirit glanc'd before mine eyes ; 
My brows did ſweat, my moiſtned hair did riſe, 
The face I knew not, but a while it ſtatd, 
And in the depth. of filence, thus irfaid < 
Is man more juſt, more pure than his Creator ? 
Amongſt his Angels (more upright by nature 


Than man) he hath found weakneſs ; how much more 


Shall he expeQ in him, that's walled o'r 
With mortal fleſh and blood, founded, and floor'd 
"With Duſt, .and by the wortns.to.be.devour'd? 

They riſe ſecurely with the Morning Sun, 

And (unregarded) die e'r day be done 3 

Their glary. paſſes with them as a breath, 

They die (like fools) .before they think of death. 
Rage then, and ſee who will approve thy rage, 

What Saint will give thy railing Fatronage ? 

Anger deſtroys the fool, and he that hath 

A wrathful heart, is ſlain with his own wrath ; 


Yet have I ſeen, that fools have oft been able 

To boaſt with Babel, but have faln with Babel : 

Their ſons deſpairing, roar without rclicf 

In open ruine,. on the Rocks of Grief : 

Their harveſt (though but ſmall) the imngry eat, 
0 


And robbers ſerze their wealth though ne'r 
But wretched man, were thy Condition mine, 
T'de not deſpair as thou doſt, nor repine, 
But offer up the broken ſacrifice 

Of a ſad ſoul, before his angry eyes, 

Whoſe works are Miracles of Admiratiot, 

He mounts the meek, amidſt their Deſolation. 
Confqunds the worldly wiſe, that (blindfold) they 
Grope all 1n darkneſs at the noon of day : 

Bur guards the humble from reproach of wrong, 
And ſtops the current of the crafty Tongue. 
Thrice happy 1s the man his hands corred : 
Ecware leſt fury force thee to reject 


great : 
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Th Almighties trial ; He that made thy wound 

In Juſtice, can in Mercy make it found : 

Fear not though .multiplrd Aﬀfiidtions ſhall 

Beſiege thee 3 .he, ar length will rid them all : 

In Famine he ſhall feed, in War defend thee ; 
Shield thee-ftom ſlander, and in griefs atrendQhee 3 
The Beaſts ſhall ſtrike thee with Eternal peace, 
The ſtones ſhall not diſturb thy,fields Encreaſe ; 


Thy Houſe ſhall thrive replelthe with Content, 


Which thou ſhalt rule jn proſp'rous Government. 
The number of thy Off. ſpring ſhall abound, 


' Like Summers Graſs upon a.fruitful Ground : 


Like timely Corn well rip'ned in their Ears, 
Thou ſhalt depart thy life ſtruck full of years : 
All this Experience tells, then ( 70b) adviſe, 
Thou haſt taught many, now thy ſelf be wiſe. 


Meditat. V1 


T H E perfe& model of true Friendſhip's this : 
A rare affe&ion of the ſoul, which is 

Begun with ripened judgment; doth perſever 

With fimple Wiſdom, and concludes with Never. 
"Tis pure in ſubſtance, as refined Gold, 

That buyethall rhings, bur 1s never ſold. 


- Itisa Coin, and moſt men walk without it ; 


True Love's the ſtamp, Febovah's writ about it 3 
Tt ruſts unus'd, but ay makes it brighter, 
'Gainft Heav'n high Treaſon 'tis to make it lighter, 

'Tis a Gold Chain, links foul and ſoul together 
In perfe& Unity, ties God to either. 

AﬀiiQion is the Touch, whereby we prove, 
Whether't be Gold, or gilt with fezgned Loye, 

The wiſeſt Moraliſt that ever div'd 
Into the depth of Natures bowels, ftriv'd Tm 

1 
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With th* Augpr of experience, to bore 
Men's hearts fo far, till he had found the Ore 
Of Friendſhip, bur deſpairing of his end, 
My friends (faid he) there 1s no perfett ſriend.. . 
. Friend(lyp's ike Muſick ; two ſtrings tun'd alike, 
Will both Nr 3 though but only one you ſtrike. 
It is the Quinteſſence of all perfe&ion 
Extracted into one: A ſweet connexion 
Of all the Virtues Moral and Divine, 
Abſtrated into one. Ir is a Mine, | 
Whoſe nature is not rich, unleſs in making  - 
The ſtate of others wealthy by partaking. 
It blooms and bloſſoms both in Sun and ſhade, 
Doth (like a Bay in _— never fade-: 
Ir loveth all, and. yer ſuſpe&erh none; | 


Is provident, yet ſecketh nother own : 
'Tis rare it ſelf, yet maketh all things common, 


And 1s judicious, yet judgeth no man. 

The noble Thebarn, bein aſked which | 
Of three (propounded) he ſuppos'd moſt rich 
In Virtues ſacred treafure, thus reply'd: 

Tih they be dead, that doubt cannot : be tryed. 

It 1s no wiſe man's part to weigh a Friend, 
Withour the gloſs and goodneſs of his end : 
For life, without the death confidered, can 
Afﬀford bur half a ſtory of. the man. 

"Tis not my Friend's affii&ion that ſhall make 
Me either wonder, cenſure, or forſake : 
Judgment belongs to Fools ; enough that I 
Find he's affiied, not enquire, why : 
Jt 1s the hand of Heaven; that ſelf-ſame ſorrow 
Grieves him to day, may make me groan to-morrow. 

Heaven be my comfort; in my higheſt grief 

I will not truſt to man's, but thy relief. 


HE 
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;\THE ARGUMENT. 


Job counts bis ſorrow, and from thence 
Excuſes bis impatience 3 

Deſcribes the ſhortneſs of man's time, 
And makes conſeſſron of his crime. 


SECT. V11LL 


B UT wretched 7ob ſigh'd forth theſe words,and ſaid ; 

Ah me ! thar my impatience were weigh'd 

With all my ſorrows, by an equal hand oY 

They would be found more ponderous, than the ſand 

That lies upon the new forſaken ſhore : 

My griefs want utterance, and have ſtopt their door : 

And wonder nor, Heavn's ſhafts have ſtruck me dead 5 

And God hath heapt all miſchiefs on my head : 

Will Aſſes bray, when they have graſs to car ? 

Or lows the Oxe, whenas he wants no meart ? 

Can palartes find a reliſh in diſtaſte ? | 

Or can the whites of Egges well pleaſe the taſte ? 

My vexed ſoul is daily fed with ſuch 

Corruptions, as my hands diſdain to touch 3 

Alas! that Heav'n would hear my hearts requeſt, 

And ſtrike me dead, that.I may find ſome reſt: 

What hopes have I to ſee my end of grief, 

And to what end ſhould I prolong my tife? 

Why ſhould not I wiſh death? My ſtrength (alas) 

Is it like marble, or my fleſh like braſs ? 

What power have I to mitigate my pain ? 

If e'r I had, that power now 1s vain; 

My Friends are like the Rivers that are dry 

In hear of Summer, when neceſſity 
Q Requreth | 
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Requireth water, they amazed ſtand 
To ſee my grief, but lend no helping hand. 
Friends, beg I ſuccour from you ? Craved I 
Your goods, to ranfom my Captivity ? 
Shew me my faults, and wherein I did wrong 
My patience, and I will hold my tongue 
The force of reaſonable words may move, 
But what can Rage, or Lunacy reprove 3 
Rebuke you (then) my words to have it thought 
My ſpeech is Frantick, with my grief diſtraught ? 
You take a pleaſure in your Friends diſtreſs, 
That 15 more wretched, than the Fatherleſs : 
Beliold theſe ſores : Be judg'd by your own eyes 
If theſe be counterfeited miſeries : | 
Ballance my words,and you ſhall find me Free, 
Free from thoſe foul crimes wherewith ye branded me, 
And that my ſpeech was notdiftain'd with fin, 

Only the language ſorrow treated 1n. 

Is not man's day prefixt, which when expir'd 

Sleeps he not quiet, as a ſervant hir'd ? 

A ſervants labour doth, at length, ſurceaſe, 

His day of travel finds a Night of peace ; 

But (wretched) I with woes arn ſtill oppreſt, 

My Mid-day torments ſee no Even of Reſt ; 

My nights (ordain'd for ſleep) are fil'd with grief, 

T look (in vain) for the next days relief : 

With duſt and worms my fleſh is hid, my ſorrows 
Have plow'd my ſkin, and filth lies in her furrows 5 
My days of joy are in a moment gone, 

And (hopeleſs of returning) ſpent and done : 
Remember (Lord) my life 15 but a puff, 

T but a man, that's miſery-enough 3 | 
And when pale death hath once ſeaPd up my fight, 

I ne'r ſhall ſce the pleaſures of the light ; 

The eye of man ſhall not diſcover me, 

No, nor thine (Lord,) for I ſhall ceaſe to be 3 
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When mortals die, they paſs (like Clouds before 

The Sun). and back return they never more 

T' his earthly houſe he ne'r ſhall come again, 

And then ſhall be, as if he ne'r had been : = 
Therefore my tongue ſhall ſpeak, while ir hath breath, 
Prompted with grief, and with the pangs of death i 

Am I nor weak and faint? what needſt thou ſtretch 
Thy direful hand upon ſo poor a wretch ? 

When as I think thar night ſhall ſtop the ſtreams 

Of my diſtreſs, thou frighr'ſt me then, with dreams 3 

So that my ſoul doth rather chooſe to die, £7S, 
Than be involved in ſuch miſery ; | 

My life's a burthen, and will end : O grieve | 
No longer him, that would no longer live. | ; 
Ah! what is man, that thou ſhould'ſt raiſe him © | f 
High at the firſt, then ſink him down fo low ? _ | 
What's man ? thy. glory's great enough without him: 
Why doſt thou thus diſturb thy mind about him ? 
Lord, I have finn'd (Great Helper of Mankind) 

T am but Duft and Aſhes, I have ſinn'd 

Againſt thee : (a a mark) why haſt thou fixe me ? 
How have I treſpaſt, that thou this affi'ſt me ? 
Why, rather, didſt not thou remove my fin, 

And falve the ſorrows that I raved in ? 

For thou haſt heapt.ſuch vengeance on my head, 
That when whou ſeek'ſt me, thou wilt find me dead. 


———— 


Meditat. V 11 


H* Egyprians, amidſt their ſolemn Feaits, 
Uſed to-welcome, and preſent their Gueſts 
With the ſad fight of Man's Anatomy, , 
Serv'd in with this loud Motto, AU met dzee 
Fools often go abour, when as they may 
Take hetter vantage of a nearer way. _— 
: 8 O 2 Look 
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Look well into your boſoms ; do not flatter 
Your known infirmities : Behold, what matter 
Your fleſh was made of : Man, caſt back thine eye 
Upon the weakneſs of thine infancy 3 
See how thy lips hang on thy Mothers breſt, 
Bawling for help, more helpleſs than a Beaſt, 
Liv'ſt thou xo childhood ? , behold, what toys: 
Do mock the ſenſe, how ſhallow are thy joys? 
Com'ſt cthou to downy years ? See, how deceits 
Gull thee with golden fruit, and with falſe baks 
Sly beguile the prime of thy affe&ion. 
Art thou attam'd at length to full perfeRion 
Of ripened years? Ambition hathnow ſent 
Thee on her frothy errand ; Diſcontent 
Pays thee thy wages. Do thy grizly hairs 
Begin to caſt account of many cares 
Upon thy head? The facred luſt of gold 
Now fits thy Spirit, for fleſhly luſt too cold, 
Makes thee a Ilave to thine own baſe deſire, 
Which melts and hardens at the ſelf-ſame fire. 
Art thou decrepit? Then thy very breath 
Is grievous to thee, and each griet's a death. 
Look where thou liſt, thy life is but a ſpan, 
Thou art but duſt, and to conclude, A Man. 
Thy life's a warfare, thou a Souldfr arr, 
Satan's thy Fo-man, and a faithful hearr 
Thy two-edg'd weapon, Patience thy ſhield, 
Heaven is thy Chieftain, and the world thy field. 
To be afraid to die, or wiſh for death, 
Are words and paſſions of _— breath : 
Who doth the firſt, the day doth faintly yield ; 
And who the ſecond, baſely flies the field. 
Man's not a lawful i of his days, 
His bootleſs wiſh, nor haſtens, nor delays : 
We are God's hired workmen; he diſcharges 
Some, late at night, and (when he 11) enlarges —_ 
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Others at-noon, and inthe morning ſome : 

None may relieve himſet, till he bid, Come : 

If » ge tn » as —_ : 

AS. tr ev ” wegrutch : 
Our life's a Road, in death our Journy ends, 

We go on God's Embaſſage, ſome he ſends, 

Galfd with the trotting of hard miſery, 

And others, pacing on ouny : 

Some lag, whileſt others gallop on before ; 

All go an-end, ſome faſter, and ſome ſlower. 

Lead me that pace (great God) thar thou think'ſt beſt, 

And I will follow wth a dauntlefs breſt : 

Which (ne*rtheleſs) if I refuſe to do, 

I ſhall be wicked, and yet follow too. 

Aſhſt me 1n my -Combate with the fleſh, 

Relieve my fainting powers, and refreſh 

My feeble ſpirit : I will not wiſhto be * 

Caſt from the world, Lord, caſt the world from me. 


_—_——_—_— 


" THE ARGUMENT. 


Bildad, #1an's either ſtate expreſſes, 
God's Mercy and quſtice Job conſeſſes : 
He pleads his cauſe, and begs relief, 
Fail d with the burthen of his grief- 


SECT. 1%. 


Jy Bildad's filence (great with tongue) did break, 
) And like a heartleſs Comforter did ſpeak : 

How long wilt' thou perſiſt to breathe thy mind 
In words that waniſh as a Storm of wind ? 
Will God forfake the — or = 

His juſtice | er\ : 

5 mans O -"gp Though 
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Though righteous death thy ſinful ſons hath rent 
From thy tad boſom, yer af thou repent, 

And waſh thy ways with .undifſembled tears, 
Tuning thy troubles to th* Almightic's ears, - 

The mercy of his eyes ſhall ſhine upon thee , 
And ſhowr the ſweetneſs of his bleſſings on.thee « 
And though a while thou plunge in miſery, 

Ar length he'll crown thee with proſperity :: 

, Run back and learn of ſage Antiquity, | /; 
"What our late births to preſent rimes deny; . ,, 
See how, and what Yo in the worlds dons age). - 
Befel our Fathers in their pilgrt 


Tf Ruſhes have no mire, and. Grg no rainy | 0 ; 
They ceaſe to flouriſh, droop their heads, and wain ; 
So fades the man, whoſe heart 15 got upright, xe 
So periſheth the double Hypocrite 3 

His hopes are like the Spiders-web,, to day: . 


That's flouriſhing, to _mojrow ſwept away-5.,. 

But he that's juſt, is ike the flow'ring tree, 
Rooted'by Cryftat Springs; that cannorbe—-——- 
Scorcht by the-neen;of-day,,nor.ſtirr'd from than 
Where firmly fixt it hath a reſidence 

Heaven never fails the ſoul that 1s upright, 

Nor offers arm to the baſe Hypocrite : - ,*.. 

The one he bleſſes with: eternal joys, ' . *- -- 

The other his avenging hand deſtroys. . |. . 

I yield it for a truth, (fad 7ob repl d) 
Compar'd with God, 'can man be RA 
If man ſhould give account what he hath done, 

Not of a thouſand can he anſwer one : 

His hand's all Power, and his heart allpure;. .* 
Againſt his God, whar'man can ftandſ{dcure?; !,:; 

He ſhakes the mountains, and the Sunhe bars :-:: 

From circling his due courſe; ſhuts up the Sadrs,., 

He ſpreads the Heavens and:riderh: = 7 ve 

His works may be ae not-underfipod:s;!! 5: 


Ce ITY — 


—— ro rr rn er Dt 
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No eye can fee, noheart can apprehend him,” 
Lifts he to ſpoil ? what's he can reprehend him ? * 
His will's his Law. ' The ſmootheſt pleader hath 
No power in his lips to flake his wrath ; 
Much leſs can I plead for immunny, 
Which could ny go guiltleſs rongue attain, yet 'N 
Would kiſs the foorſtep of his Judgement-ſear : 
Should he receive my cry, my'gief's ſo great, 
It would perſwade me that he heard it not, * 
F ſhy = me with COS —_—_ 
Of his urge 5 agues luccetlive are, 
That I can find > mr bur of deſpair. 
If my bold lips ſhould dare to juſtifie 
My felf,. my hips would give my lips the = 
God ows his mercy, nor to NT nor bad; 
The wicked oft he . qo + and oft does add 
Grief to the juſt man's grief, woes after woes 3 
We muſt not judge man 25 his market. goes. 
But might my prayers obtain this boon, yon God 
Would ceaſe thoſe ſorrows, and remove that Rod _ 
Which moves m '3:T ey take upon me 
T' implead b Av our rafh ent on me, 
Becauſe my terider Cor pafdarrien perſnade me, 
rae d, as your bad wo rds have made me. 
k My life 1s tedjous, my fon all =. 
nto her pr voice, [ 
(Juſt Ju Wes rth) c6 Ne before 
Thou pl on aſtice! thi pa: EO 
_— u fo 5 
wr be and {b/habſh'ts me ? ' On 
Se thou pom he bet ? gr dothey glance aa A 
By favour”! hog def dane” 
Li thou%h Mi of une” =p 
A ſpace of rh Rar or'ts 4 Ws 2, 
Thou ? No, 00 | 
u ſeeſt my hearr, eſt 
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' From thofe foul erimes wherewith my friendsat pleaſure 
Tax me, yet thou affli ſt me in this meaſure 

Thy hands have form'd, and fram'd me what I am, 
When thou haſt made, wilt thou deſtroy the ſame ? 
Remember, I am built of Clay, and muſt | | 
Return again (without thy kelp) to Duſt. | 
Thou didft create, preſerve me 3 haſt indu'd ' 
My life with gracious blefſings 3 oft renew'd © | 
Thy precious favours on the : How wert thou, | ['f- 
Once ſo benign, and ſo cruel now? | 
Thon hunr'ſt me like a prey, tny plagues increaſe, 
Succeed each orher, and they never ceaſe. | 
Why was I born ? Or why did not my tomb 
Receive me (weeping) from my Mothers womb.? 
T have nor lang to live ; Lord, grant that I 

May ſee ſome comfort, thera ſoon to die. 


Militat s X; 

E that's the trueſt Maſter of his own, ,. wy 

Is never leſs alone, than when alone;; : . | 
His watchful eyes ae placed within his heart ; 
His skill, is _ to know. himſclf: his Art ;. 
How to command the | xe of, his affefions, hat 
With ſacred Reaſon : ny ro give d ireftions., . . 
Unto his wandring will; his conſcience his: 
More looſer thoughts; 3: bis louder ſins, ſhe yexes: | 
With frights, and fears, within her own pre: x 
She rambles with her. whipsjof Wire, ner ws. 
At ſmalleſt faults ; like 2s 9 tender Mother... 
Howe'r ſhe loves her. 
His childiſh. faulr, but The ( 
CorveR, than truſt ap to 
Even ſo the tender 


Cis beret fk id dgh Gat chaftiſe... 9”... 
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And judge the crime ir (elf, leſt it ſhould ſtand 
As liable to a ſeverer hand. 
Fond ſoul beware, who e'r thou art, thar ſpies 
Anothers faulr, that thou thine own chaſtiſe, 
Leſt like a fooliſh man, thou judge another 
. In thoſe ſelf-crimes, which in your breſt you ſmother, 
Who undertakes to drain his Brothers eye 
Of noyſom humors, firſt muſt clarifie | 
His own, leſt when his Brothers blemiſh 1s 
Remov'd, he ſpie a fouler Blain in his, 
It is beyond th' extent of man's Commiſſion 
To judge of man: The ſecrer diſpoſition 
Of facred Providence is lockt, and ſeal'd 
From nian's conceit, and not to be reveal'd, 
Until thar Lamb break ope the Seal, and come 
With life and death, to give the world her doom: © 
The ground-work of our fairh muſt not rely 
On bare events; Peace and Proſperity | 


Are Ls ys but no proper mark 


Wherewith God brands his ſheep : No outward bark 
Secures the hody to be ſound within ; * ©] SIO 
The rich man liv'd in Scarler, dr'd in fin. 
Behold th* afflied man ; :affiiftion moves 
Compaſſion 3 but no confuſion proves. 
A gloomy Day brings oft a glorious Even : | 
The poor mah d1'd with ſores, and lives 1n Heaven. 
Lis good —_— cap —et onngy _ ſhare, * 

t an after-change, hope, and fear. 

I'll hope the beſt Lol) lewve the reſt to thee, 

Leſt while I judge another, thow judge me 3 
It's one man's work to have a ſerious fight - 
Of his ownfins, and judge himſelf aright, 
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—_—— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Zophar blames Job ; Job equal makes 
' His wiſdom wito theirs 3 He tabts 

In band to plead with God, and then 

Deſcribes the frail eflate of Mille - 


SECT. ®, 


ji þ Hen Zophar from Jeep lence, did awake. 

His words with louder language,and beſpake : 

Shall Pratlers be unanſwer'd; or ſhall ſuch 

Be counted juſt, that ſpeak, for babling much ?: - 

Shall thy words ſtop our mouths? he that-hath blam'd 

And ſcoft at others, ſhall he die unſham'd? 

Our ears have heard thee, when thou haſt _—_ 

Thy felf of evil, and thy God accus'd: 

Bur if oy God ſhould plead with thee at large, 

Thou'dft reap the ſorrows of a 019"; 9K 

Canſt thou, by deep underſtand: .':. 

The hidden Juſtice of the Almighry' s hand ? 

Heaven's large dimenſions canmot comprehend bw: z 

| What-e'r:he do, what's he can reprehend < quoi ? 

What refuge haſt thou then, but to _ 

A heart mricht with the fad 

Of a true Gonverr, on thy betded kiiee, "F | 

Before thy God, t atohe-thy Godand this? ! ity 

ym doubt nor, bur he'll rear-rhee from thy ſorrow, 
_ thy Clouds; and {ike 2 fhiving morrow; - - 
ake clear the Sun-beams of Proſperity, 

yur reſt thy ſoul in fweer Security. 

But he, whoſe heart, obdur'd in fin, perſiſts, 

HE Hopes ſhall vaniſh, as the morning miſts. 


ut 
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But Job, even as a Ball againft the ground, 
Bandied with violence, did thus rebound : 

You are the only wifemen, in your bref 
The hidden Magazin of truewiſdom reſts, 
Yer (though aſtue'd with ſorrows) do I know ' 
A lictle, (and perchance) as: much as you-3 
I'm ſcorned of my Friends, whoſe proſp'rous face - 
Surmiſes me (that have expir's the date 
Of earth's fair Fortunes): to be caſt away 
From Heaven's regard, think none belov'd but they z 
I am deſpiſed, like a Torch that's ſpent, 
Whiles that the wicked blazes in his Tent: | 
What haye your. wiſdoms.taught: me, more than that 
Which: bjrds:and: beaſts (could they bur ſpeak) would 
Digeſts the Stomach e'r the Palate taſtes? (chat? 
O weigh my werds, before you judge my caſe. Fatt 
But you refep twe:$0- your Fathers Hays, 
To be inſtru&ed intheir wiſe Lays. 
True, length, of days brings wiiom.s $ "I I ay, Wa, 
T have a wyſer!xeacheth me, that\they : | 
For I am; ; and:turorid-by thar hand,- 
Whoſe unrefiſted: -power doxh-command- - 
The limits ;ob4he Eatth,: whoſe wiſdom ſchools. 
mary , makes _ _ " fobls': : 
His hand:doxsh. the poor, ES —_— Dal if 
On him, both-Order, andithe-Ghange of things !\ + -- 
Depend 3 he.ſcarches, atdrbrings > fonds = bghy' jeg 
From outthe ſhadows, andahe dept of mghe.--: | 

All this, rhin own:experience liath' found 1rve;;/: +. 
And in all this {know as amugh is you;: 1 ls ft 
But you avgts; If I ſhould: pled: oor "at _ SL enel 
That he would double his: :feverer Rod. I hich, 
Your tongue!btlieyhis j uſlite;. younpply FY 
Amiſs your Medicine:to: my malady':. oil ol 
In filence, you would ſeem: mpreinideyleG ents g. 


You u having ſpoke, now kne.welcavero ſpeaks! | 
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Will you do wrong, to do God's Juſtice right ? 
Are you his Council? Need you help to fig 
His quarrels? Or expe you his applauſe, 
Thus (brib'd with ſelf-conceit) to plead his cauſe ? 
Judgment's your fee, when as you take in hand 
Heavens cauſe to plead it, and not Heay'n command. 
If that the foulneſs of your cenſures could 
Not fright you, yet, methinks, his greatneſs ſhould, 
Whoſe Juſtice you make Patron of your lies; 
Your ſlender Maximes, and falſe forgeries 
Are ſubftanc'd like the dyſt that hes beſides me ; 
Peace then, and I will ſpeak, whate'r betides me: 
My ſoul is on the rack, my tears have drown'd me, 
Yer will I truſt my God though God confound me ; 
He, He's my Tow'r of ſtrength 3 No h ite 
Stands unconfounded in his glorious ſight : 
Ballance my words 5 I know my caſe would quit - 
Me from your cenſures, ſhould I argue it. ay 
Who takes the plaintiffs pleading ? Come; for 
Muſt plead wy right, or elſe perforce muſt die. 
With thee (great Lord' of Heaven) I dare drſpute - 
Tf thou wilt me this my double Sute : - - 
Firſt, that thou ſlake theſe ſorrows that furround me ; 
Then, that thy burning face do not confound me : 
Which granted, then take thou rhy choice, let me 
Propound the queſtion, or elſe anſwer thee. 
Why doft thou thus purſue ine like thy foe ? 
For whatgreat fin doſt thou affli& me fo? 
Break'ſt thou a wither*d leaf, 7 doth 
Sum up the reckonings of my finful yourh? - - 
Thou keep'ſt me pris'ner, bound in ferters faſt, 
And, like a thred-bare garment, do I waſte. '' '' 
Man born of woman, hath but a ſhort while 
To live, his days areflcer, and full of toil: - 
He's lice a flower, ſhooting forth and dying, - | 
His life is as a ſhadow, ſwikly flying. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
j 


——— 
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Ah ! bing fo poor a thing, what needfſt thou mind him? 
The number of his rap, Jaye confin'd him 
Then add nor =, ly his grief, O give 
Him peace, that ſo ſmall a time to live ; 
Trees that are felf'd,may ſprout again, man never ; 
His days are numbred, and he dies for eyer : 
He's like a miſt, exhaled by the Sun, 
His days once done, they are for ever done. 
O that thy hand would hide me cloſe, and cover 
Me in the grave, till all thy wrath were over ! 
My wo pupae ſorrows hope for no relief, 
Yet will I wait my change. My day of grief 
Will be exchang'd for an eternal day 
Of joy : but now thou doſt not ſpare to lay 
Full heaps of _—_ on my broken ſoul, 
And writft my fins upon an ample ſcrow! : 
As Mountains (being ſhaken) fall, and Rocks 
(I firm) are worn and rent with many knocks : 
o ſtrongeſt men are batter'd with thy ſtrength, * 
Loſe ground, returning to the' ground art length ; 
So mortals die, and (orong dead) ne*'r mind 
The faireſt Fortunes that they leave behind. 
Whule man is man (until that death bereave him 
Of his laſt breath) his griefs ſhall never leave him. 


Mygitat. X. 


D=* Hiſf'ry then, and ſage Chronology, 
(The Index, pointing ro Antiquity 

So firmly grounded on deep judgment, guarded 
And kept by ſo much miracle, rewarded 

With fo great glory, ſerve, but as flight Fables, 
Toedye the dulneſs of men's wanton Tables, 
And claw their itching ears ? or dothey rather, 
Like a conciſe Abridgement, ſerye to gather 
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Man's high Adventyres and. his tranſitory >; 
Jt: ooh. dna ay eſs his Makers glory? © ' 


Ads that have blown the loudeſt Trump of Fame, - 
Are all but humors, purchas'd in his name. $9 _. 
Is he, thar (yeſterday) went forth, to bri of 
His Fathers Aſſes home, (to:day) crown'd King? . - 

Did he, that now on hys brave Palace ſtogqd, 
Boaſting his Babels beauty, chew the cud , 
An hour after? Have not Babes been Crown'd, | 
And mighty Monarchs beaten to the ground ? | 
Man undertakes, Heaven. breaths ſucce(s ypon it; |; 
What good,what evil is done;but Heaven hath done it? 

The Man to whom the world was not aſham'd 
To yield her Colours, he that was proclaim'd 

God in humane ſhape, whoſe dreadful yoice 
Did ſtrike men dead hike thunder, at the noiſe; 

Was rent away, from his Imperial Throne, 
Before his flower of youth was fully blown, 
His Race was rooted our, his Iſſue ſlain, 
And left his Emprre to another ſtrain. _ 

Who that did e'r hehold the ancient Rome; 
Would raſhly give her glory ſuch a doom, - 

Or thought her ſubje& ro ſuch alterations, _.. 
That was the Miſtreſs, and the Queen of Nations ? 
, <gypt, that 1n her walls had once engroſt 

---More wiſdom than the world befides, hath loſt ---- 
Her ſenſes now : Her wiſeſt men of State 
Are turn'd, like Puppets, to be pointed at : 

Tf Romes great power, and <Agypts wiſdom cate 

Not aid themſelves, how poar a we, is Man? 

God plays with Kingdoms, as with Tennis-Balk, ' 
Fells ſome that riſe, and raiſes ſome thar fall : 

Nor Policy can prevent, nor ſecret Fate, 

Where Heaven hath pleas'd ta blow upon a State: 

If States be not ſecure, nor Kingdoms, than 

How helpleſs, (Ah !) how poor a thing is man ! 


Man's 
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Man's like a flower, the while he hath to laſt, 
He's nipt with oft, and ſhook with every blaſt, 
He's born in ſorrow, and brought up in tears, 
He lives a while 3n fin, and dies in fears. 

Lord, Fl not boaſt, what-e'r thou give unto me, 
Leſt e'r my brag be done, thou take -it from me. 
No man may boaſt but of his own, I can 
Then boaſt of nothing, for I am a man. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Raſh Eliphaz doth aggravate 
The fins of Job, maligns bs flate: 
Whom Job reproving, juſtifies 
Himſelf, bewails his miſeries. 


SECT. XI. 


ID O T Hyain repining (Z1iphaz replies) 

Or words like wind,beſeem the man that's wiſe ? 
Ah! (ure, thy faichleſs heart rejects the fear 

Of Heav'n, doth not acquaint thy lips with pray'r, : 
Thy words accuſe thy keart of Impudence, 

Thy tongue (nor I) brings in the Evidence: 

Art thou the firſt of men? Do Myſteries 

Unfold to thee? art thou the only wiſe ? 

Wherein hath wiſdom been more good to you 
Than us? what know you that we never knew ? 
Reverence, notCenſure, firs a young man's eyes, 
Weare your Ancients, and ſhould be as wiſcz 

I:'t not enough, your Arrogance deyides 

Our Counſels, bur muſt ſcorn thy Gbd beſides ? 
Angels (if God enquire ſtri&ly) muſt 

Not plead perfeion : then can man be juſt ? 


Ir is a truth receiv'd, theſe aged eyes . 
Have ſeen't, and is confirmed by the wiſe, 
Thar ſtill the wicked man is void of reft, 
Is always fearful, falls when he fears leaft ; 
In trouble he deſpairs, and is dejeRted, 
He begs his bread, his death comes unexpeRed, 
In his adverſity, his griefs ſhall gaul him ; 
And, like a raging Tyrant, ſhall inthrall him * 
He ſhall advance againſt his God, in vain, 
For Heaven ſhall cruſh and beat him down again ; 
What if his Garners thrive, and goods increaſe? 
They ſhall got proſper, nor he live in peace, 
Eternal horrar ſhall begirt him round; 
And vengeance ſhall both him and his confotnd, 
Amidiſt his joys, deſpair ſhall ſtop his breath, 
His ſons ſhall periſh with untimely death : 
The double foul ſhall die, and in the hollow 
Of all falſe hearts, falſe hearts themſelves ſhall ſwallow. 

Then anſwered ob, All this, before, I knew ; 
They want no grief; that find ſuch Friends as you ; 
Ah'! ceaſe your words, the fruits of ill-ſpent hours ! 
If Heav'n ſhould pleaſe to make my fortunes yours, 
T would not ſcoff you, nor with taunts torment ye : 
My lips ſhould comfort, and theſe eyes lament ye: 
What ſhall I do? Speak not, my griefs oppreſs 
My ſoul, or ſpeak (alas) they'r ne'rthelels ; 
Lord, I am waſted, and my pangs have ſpent me, 
My ſkin is wrinkled, for thy hand hath rent me, 
Mine Enemies have ſmit me in diſdain, 
Laught at my torments, jeſted at my pain 2 
I fivelFd in wealth, but (now) alas am poor 
And (feld with woe) lie groveling on the floor, 
In duſt and fackcloth I lament my ſorrows, 
Thy hand hath trench't-my cheek with water-furrows; 
Nor can I comprehend the cauſe, that this 
My ſmart ſhoald be ſo grievous as It 15, Jn 
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O Earth! Tf then an hypocrite I be, 

Cover my cries, as I do cover thee ; 

And witneſs Heaven, that theſe my vows be true, 

(Ahfriends !) I ſpend my tears to Heav'n, not you. 

My time's but ſhort (alas!) would then chat I 

Might try my cauſe with God before I die. 
Since then I languiſh, and not far from dead, 

Let me a while with my accuſers plead 

(Before the Judge of Heaven and Earth) my right : 

Have they nor wrong'd, and vex me day and night ? 

Who firſt lays down his. Gage to meet me ? Say, 

I doubt not (Heaven being Judge) to win the day : 

You'll ſay perchance, we'll recompel your word, 

Erefimple truth ſhould unawares afford 

Your diſcontent 3 No, no, forbear, for I: 

Hate leſs your cenſure, than your flattery 3 

Iam become a by-word, and a Tabor, 

To ſet the tongues, and ears of men in labour. 

Mine eyesare dim, my body's but a ſhade, 

Good men thar ſee my caſe, will be afraid, 

Bnt not confounded 3 They will hold their way, 

And in a bad they'll hope a better day : 

Recant your errors, for I cannot ſee 

One man thar's truly wiſe among you Three. 

My days are gone, my thoughts are miſpoſleſt, 

The filent night, that Heaven ordain'd for reſt, 

My day of travel 1s, but I ſhall have 

E're long, long peace, within my welcome grave ; 

My neareſt kindred are the worms, the Earth 

My Mother,for ſhe gave me firſt my birth : 

Where are my hopes then ? where that future joy, 

Which you falſe-propheſi'd I ſhould enjoy ? 

Both hopes, and I alike, ſhall travel thither, 

Where, clos'd in duſt, we ſhall remain rogerher, 


P 
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Meditate X I 


T H E Moral Poets (not unaptly) feign, 
Thar by lame 7ulcan'”s help,the pregnant brain 

Of ſovereign ove, brought forth, and ar rhat birth, 

Was born Minerva, Lady of the Earth. 

O ſtrange Divinity ! but ſung by rote ; 
Sweet 15 the tune, bur in a wilder note. 
The moral ſays 3 All wiſdom thar 15 given 

To hood-wink'd mortals, firſt proceeds from Heaven. 

Truth's error, wifdom's but wiſe inſolence, 

And light's but darkneſs, not deriv'd from thence ; 

Wiſdom's a ſtrain tranſcends Morality, 

No Vertue's abſent,wiſdom being by. 

Vertue by conſtant praftice 1s acquir'd, 

This (this by ſweat unpurchas'd) 1s inſpir'd : 

The maſter-piece of knowledge 15 to know 

Ent what 1s good, from what 1s good in ſhow, 

And there ir refts : wiſdom proceeds, and chuſes 

The ſeeming evil, th* apparent good refuſes, 

Knowledge deſcries alone 3 wiſdom applies ; 

That mgkes ſome fools ; this, maketh none bur wiſe : 
- The curious hand That is that doth but pick 

Bare fimples, wiſdom pounds them for the ſick : 

In my afflitions knowledge apprehends 

Who 1s the Author, what the Cauſe, and Ends ; 

Ir finds that patience 1s my fad relief, 

And that the hand that caus'd, can cure my grief: 

To reſt contented here, 1s but to bring 

Clouds without rain, and heat withour a Spring : 

What hope ariſes hence ? The Devils do 

The very ſame : They know and tremble too : 

Eur ſacred wiſdom doth apply that good, 

V.1uch fimple knowledge barely underſtood ; 
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Wiſdom concludes, and in conclufion proves, 

That whatſoever God corre&s, he loves : 

Wiſdom digeſts, what knowledge did but taſte 3 

Thar deals in futures ; this, in things are paſt ; 

Wiſdom's the Card of knowledge, which without 

That guide, at random's wreck'd on every doubt : 

Knowledge, when wiſdom is too weak to guide her, 

Is like a head-ſtrong horſe that throws the Rider : 

Which made that great Philoſopher avow, 

He knew ſo much, thar he did nothing know. 
Lord, give me wiſdom to dire& my ways, 

I beg not riches, nor yer length of days ; 

O grant thy ſervane wiſdom, and with it, 

I ſhall receive ſuch knowledge as will fir 

To ſerve my turn : I wiſh not Phebs wain, 

Withour his ſkill to drive it, leſt I gain 

Too dear an honour : Lord, I will nor ſtay 
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To pick more Manna, than will ſerve to day. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Bildad, the whiPf he makes a ſhow 
To flribe the wich:d, gives the blow 

To Job 3 Job's miſery and faith, 
Zophar mabs good, what Bildad ſazty. 
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SEC I> XTIh 


O Bi1dad then, when will you bring to end 
The ſpeeches whereabour yer ſo contend ? 
Weigh ethers words, left ignorant confut:on 
Debar them of their purpoſed concluſion: 
We came to cornfort, firs. it rhen that we 
Be thought, az beaſts, or -—_ accounted be ? 
2 
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But thou, 7ob (like a mad-man) wouldſt thou force 
God, to defiſt his order, and ſer courſe 

Of Juſtice ? Shall the wicked, for thy ſake 
(That wouldſt not taſte of evil) in good partake ? 
No, no, his lamp ſhall blaze, and die, his ſtrength 
Shall fail, and ſhall confound it ſelf at lengthy 

He ſhall be hamp'red with cloſe hidden ſnares 
'And dog'd, where e'r he ſtarts, with troops of fears : 
Hunger ſhall bite, deſtru&ion ſhall atrend him 3 

His ſkin ſhall rot, the worſt of deaths ſhall end him : 
' His fears ſhall be a thouſand linkt together, 

His branch above, his root beneath [hall wither, 

His name ſhall ſleep in duſt, in duſt decay, 

Odious to all, by all men chac'd away : 

No Son ſhall keep alive his houſe, his name, 

And none ſhall thrive, that can alliance claim : 

The after-age ſhall ſtand amaz'd, to hear 

His fall, and they thar ſee't, ſhall ſhake for fear : 

Thus ſtands the ſtate of him that doth amiſs, 

And ( Fob) what other is thy caſe, than this? 

But 7ob reply'd, how long (as with ſharp ſwords) 
Will ye torment me with your pointed words ? 
How often have your biting tongues defam'd 
My ſimple innocence, and yet unſham'd ? 

Had I deſerv'd theſe plagues, yet let my grief 
Expreſs it ſelf, though it find no relief; 

Burt if you needs muſt wear your tongues upon me, 
Know *tis the hand of God hath overthrown me 3 

I roar, unheard ; his hand will not releaſe me 3 

The more I grieve, the more my griefs oppreſs me :; 
He hath deſpoil'd my joys, and goes about 

(My branches being lopt) to 'ſtroy the Root : 

His plagues, like ſouldters, trench within my bones, 
My friends, my kindred flie me all at once, 

My neighbours, my familiars have forgone me, 

My houſhold ſtares with ſtrangers eyes upon me ; 


JOB MILIT ANT. 


T call my ſervant, but his lips are dumb, 

T humbly beg his help, but he'll not come : 

My own wife loaths my breath, though I did make 
My ſolemn ſuit, for our dead Childrens ſake : 

The poor, whoſe wants I have ſupplr'd, deſpiſe me, 
And he that liv'd within my breſt, denies me : 
My bones are hide-bound, there cannot be found 
One plece of ſkin (unleſs my gums) that's ſound : 
Alas ! complaints are barren ſhadows to 

Expreſs, or cure the ſubſtance of my wo. 

Have pity (oh my friends) have pity on me, 

'Tis your God's hand and mine, thart lies upon me : 
Vex me no more, O let your anger be 

(If I have wrong'd you) calm'd with what you ſee : 
O! that my ſpeeches were ingraven, then, 

In Marhyle-Tablers, with an Iron Pen : 

For ſure I am that my Redeemer lives, ; 
And though pale death conſume my fleſh (and gives 


My Carkaſs to the _ et am TI ſure 


Clad with this ſelf-ſame fleſh (but made more pure) 
I ſhall behold his glory ; Theſe ſad eyes 

Shall ſee his ſace, howe'r my body lies 

Mould'red in duſt 3 Theſe fleſhly eyes, that do 
Behold theſe ſores, ſhall ſee my Maker too. 

Unequal hearers of unequal grief, 

Y'are all ingag'd to the ſelf fame behef ; 

Know there's a Judge, whofe voice will be as free 
To judge your words as you have judged me. 

Said Zophar then, Ipurpos'd to refrain | 
From ſpeaking, but thou moy'ſt me back again : 
For having heard thy haughty ſpirit break 
Such haſty terms, my ſpirit bids me ſpeak 3 
Hath not the change of Ages, and of Climes, 
Taught us, as we ſhall our ſucceeding times, 

How vain's the triumph, and how ſhort the blaze, 


Wherein the wicked ſweeten out their days ? 
P 3 Though 
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Though for a while his Palms of glory flouriſh, 
Yet, in concluſion they grow ſear, and periſh: 
His life 1s like a dream, that paſſes o'r, 

The eye that ſaw him), ne'r ſhall ſee him more : 
The Son ſhall flatter, whom the Sire oppreſt, 
And (poor) he ſhall return, what he did wreſt ; 
He ſhall be baited with the fins, that have 

So ſmil'd upon his Childhood, to his grave 3 
His plenty (purcha&'d by oppreſſion) ſhall 

Be honey, taſted, but digeſted, gall : 

Tt ſhall not bleſs him with prolonged ſtay, 

Bur evilly come, it ſoon ſhall paſs away 

The man whoſe griping hath the poor oppreſi 
Shall neither thrive 1n ſtate, not yet find reſt 
In ſoul, nought of his fulneſs ſhall remain, 

His greedy heir ſhall long expe in vain; 
Soak't with exrorted plenty, others ſhall 
Squeeze him, and leave him diſpoſſeF&d of all ; 
And when his joys do in their height abound, 
Vengeance ſhall ſtrike jim groaning onthe ground ; 
Tf (words forbear to wound him, arrows ſhall 
Returning forth anointed with his gall; 

No ſhade ſhall hide him, and an unblown fire 
Shall burn both him and his; Heav'n like a Crier 
Shall blaze his ſhame, and Earth ſhall ſtand his foe, 
His wandring children ſhall no dwelling know : 
Behold the man's eftate, whom God denies, 
Behold thine own, pourtraitted to thine eyes. 


> — 


Meditat. X11. 


S AN mercy come from bloody Cain ? or hath 
4 His angry brow a ſmile ? or can his wrath 
Be quench't with ought but righteous Abels blood ? 
Can guilty Pris'ners hope for any good 

From 


TOB MILIT ANT. 215 


From the ſeverer Judge, whoſe diſmal hreath 
Dooms them to die, breaths nothing elſe, bur death ? 
Ah righteous Judge! wherein hath man to truſt ? 
Man hath offended, and thy Laws are juſt ; 

Thou frowneſt like a Judge, but T had rather, 

Thar thou would'ſt ſmile upon me like a Father 3 
What if thy Eſau be auſtere and rough ? 

Thou haſt a Facob that 1s ſmooth enough : 

Thy Facob's tender Kid brings forth a bleſſing, 
While Eſas's teadious Ven'zon 1s a drefling. 

Thy face hath ſmiles, as well as frowns, by turns 3 
Thy fire giveth light, as well as burns. 

What if the Serpent ſtung old Adam dead ? 
Young Adam lives, to break that Serpents head. 
Juſtice hath ſtruck me with a bleeding wound, 

But mercy pours in Oyle to make jt ſound. 
Themilk-white Lamb confounds rhe roaring Lion; 
Blaſted by Sinai, T am heal'd by Sion : ; 
The Law finds guilty, and Death Judgment gives, 
But ſure IT am, that my Redeemer lives. 

How wretched was man's caſe in thoſe dark days, 
When Law was only read : which Law diſmays, 
And raking vantage, through the breach of it 3 
The Letter kills, and can no way admit 
Releaſe by pardon 3 for by Law we die. 

Why then hop'd man without a reaſon, why? 
Although there was no Sun, their morning eyes 
Saw by the twilight, thar the Sun would riſe. 
The Law was like a miſty Looking-glaſs, 
Wherein the ſhadow of a Saviour was, 
Treats in a darker ſtrain, by Types and Signs, 
And whart ſhould paſs in after-days, divines. 
The Goſpel ſays, that he is come and dead ; 
And thus the riddle of the Law ts read. 
Goſpel is Law, the Myſtry being ſeal'd ; 
And Lay is Goſpe), being once reyeal'd. 
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Experience tells us, when as birth denies 
To man (through Natures over-fight) his eyes, 
Nature (whoſe curjous works are never vain) 
Supplies them in the power, of his brain : 

So they whoſe eyes were barr'd that glorious ſight 
Of the Meſfpah's day, receiv'd more light, 
(Inſpired by the breath of Heaven)thanthey, 

That heard the tidings of that happy day. . 

The man, that with a ſharp contracted eye 
Looks ina clear perſpeQive-Glaſs, doth ſpie 
Obje&s remote, which to the ſenſe appear 
( Through help of the perſpe&tive) ſeeming near : 
So they that liv'd within the Laws dominion, 
Did hear far off, a brute and buzz'd opinion, 

A Saviour one day ſhould be born; but he 
That had a perſpeRive of Faith might ſee 
Thar long expetted day of joy as clear, 

As if the triumph had been then kept there. 


Lord, ſo dire me in thy perfe& way, 

That I may look, and ſmile upon that day : 
O ! bathe me in his blood, ſpunge every ſtain, 
That I may boldly ſue my Counter-pain : 

O! make me glorious in the doom he gives, 
For ſure Iam, that my Redeemer lives. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
Earths happineſs ts not Heavens brand : 
A raſh recounting of Job's crimes : 
Job truſts him to th? Almighty's band : 
God ties his judgment not to times. 


SECT. XIIL 


Hen 70b repli'd, O, let your patience prove, 
; & You came (not to affli& me, but) in love. . 
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Oh ! bear with me, and hear me ſpeak at leaſure, 
My ſpeech qnce ended, mock, and ſcoff your pleaſure. 
Myſtries I treat, not Toys 3 if then I range 

A thought beyond my ſelf, it 1s not ſtrange ; 
Behold my caſe, and ſtand amaz'd, forbear me : 
Be ſtill, and in your deeper filence hear me. 

Search youthe | of men (my Friends) or can 
You judge the inward, by the outward man ? 

How haps the wicked then, ſo ſound in health, 

So ripe in years, ſo proſperous in wealth ? 

They multiply, their houſe is fill'd with peace, 
They paſs unplagu'd, their fruitful flocks increaſe, 
Thetr Children thrive in joyful melody, 

Proſperous they live, and peacefully they die 3 
Renounce us (God) ſay they (if God there be) 

What need we knowledge of thy Word or Thee ? 

nhat's the Almighty, that we ſhould adore him 2 

What boots our prayer, or 14s to fall before him ? 

'Tis not by chance, their vain proſperity 

Crowns them with ſtore 3 or Heav'n not knowing why : 
But you affirm, That 7» concluſion they 

Shall fall ; Bur not ſo ſudden as you ſay: 

But can ye limit forth the ſpace, confine 

How long, or when their lamps ſhall ceaſe to ſhine ? 
Will any of you undertake to teach 

Your Maker, things ſo far above your.reach ? 

The bad man lives 1n plenty, dies in peace 

The good, as do his hours, his griefs encreaſe : 

Yet both the good and bad alike ſhall have 
Though lives much differing, yet one common grave. 
T know your mining thoughts : You will demand, 
Where zs the wickeds power ? And where fland 

Their lofty buildings? Are they to be ſeen ? 

Enquire of wandring Pilgrims that have been 
Experienc'd in the Road : and they'll relate 


The Princely greatneſs of their Tow'rs and State : 4 
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Live any more ſecure than they ? or who 
Pare once reprove them for the deeds they do ? 
He lives in power, and 1n peace he dies, 
Atrended in his pompous Obſequies. 
How vain are then the comforts of your breath, 
That cenſure goodneſs, or by life or death ? 

Said Eliphaz, what then remains? Thy tongue 
Hath quit thy ſelf, accus'd thy God of wrong. 
Gains he by mans uprightneſs ? Can man add 
To his perfe&ion, what he never had ? 
Fears he the ſtrength of man ? Doth he.torment him 
Leſt that his untam'd power ſhould prevent him ? 
What need I waſte this breath ? Recall thy ſenſes, 
And take the Inventory of thy offences : 
Thou took'ft the poor man's pawn, nor haſt thou fed 
Thy needy brother, with thy proſp'rous bread ; 
Thy hands perverted Juſtice, and have ſpoil'd 
The hopeleſs widow, with her helpleſs child. 
Hence ſpring thy ſorrows ( Fob 3) *Tis Juſtice then 
Thou ſhould'ſtbe plagu'd, that thus plagu'dſti other men ; 
Ts Heaven juſt ? Can Heavens juſt Creator 
Ler paſs (unpuniſht) fins of ſo higha nature ? 
Hath not experience taught, that for a while, 
The wicked may exalt their Creſts, and ſmile, 
Blow up with Inſolence : bur jn concluſion 
They fall, and good men laugh at their confuſion ? 
Fob, add not fin to fin, ceale to beguile 
Thy ſelf, thinking to quench thy fire with oyl: 
Return thee to thy Good, confeſs thy crimes 3 
Return, and he will crown thy after-rimes 
With former bleſſings, and thy riches ſhall 
Be as the ſand : for God is all in all : 
His face ſhall welcom thee, and ſmile upon thee, 
And ceaſe that miſchief his juſt hand hath done thee. 
He ſhall be pleaſed with thy holy fires, 
And grant the iſſue of thy beſt defires. 


Job 
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Fob anſwer'd then: Although my ſoul be faint, 
And griefs weigh down the ſcale of my complaint, 
Yet would I plead my cauſe + roomy you defam'd) 
Before my Maker, and would plead, unſham'd ; 
Could I but find him, I would take upon me 
To quit the cenſures, you have paſſed on me. 

His Juſtice hath no limits, is extended 

Beyond conceit, by man unapprehended ; 
LetHeaven be Umpire, and make Arbitration 
Betwixt my guilcleſs heart, and your taxation - 

My Embryon thoughts, and words are all inroll'd, . 
Pure will he find them, as refined gold ; 

His ſteps I follow'd, and uprightly ſtood, 

His Laws have been my guide, his words my food ; 
Hath he but once decreed? (alas ! ) there's none 
Can bar: for whathe will, muſt needs be done ; 
His will's a Law : If he have doom'd, thar I 

Shall ſtill be plagu'd, "ris bootleſs ro reply. 

Hence comes it, that my ſore afflited ſpright 
Trembles, and ſtands confounded art his fight ; 

His hand hath ſtruck my ſpirits 1 a maze, 

For I can neither end my griefs nor days. 

Why ſhould nor times in all things be forbid, 
When to the juſt, their time of forrow's hid ? 
Some move their land-marks, rob their neighbors flocks 3 
Others ingage, receive the widows Ox ; 

Some grind the poor, while others ſeck the prey 3 
They reap their harveſt, bear their grain away 3 
Men preſs their oy, and they diſtrain their ſtore, 
And rend the gleanings from the hungry poor. 
The City roars, the blood which they have ſpent, 
Cries (unreveng'd) for equal puniſhment ;' 

Early they murther, and rob late at night, 

They trade in darkneſs, for they hate the light 3 
They fin (unpaniſh'd) thriving uncomtroll'd, 

And what by force they got, by force they hold. 
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O friends ; repeal your words, your ſpeeches bring 
No lawful iſſue, prove not any thing : 

Your deeper wildoms argue (in effe&). 

That God doth, or not know, or elſe negle& : 
Conclude with me, or prove my words untrue, 


| I muſt be found the Lyer, or elſe you. 


Meditat. XIIL 


HE, wiſeſt men that Nature er could boaſt 
For ſecret knowledge of her power, were loſt, 

Confounded, and in deep amazement ſtood, 
In the difcovery of the chiefeſt good : 
Keenly they hunted, beat in every brack, 
Forwards they went, on either hand,and back 
Return'd they counter 3 but their deep mouth'd art, 
( Though often challeng'd Scent, yet) ne'r could ſtart 
In all th* encloſures of Philoſophy, 
That game, from ſquar, they term, felicity : 
They jangle, and their Maxims diſagree 3 
As many men, ſo many minds there be. 

One digs to Plato's Throne, thinks there to find 
Her Grace, rak'd up in gold : anothers mind 
Mounts to the Courts of Kings, with plumes of honour, 
And feather'd hopes, hopes there to ſeize upon herz 
A third unlocks the painted gate of pleaſure, 
And ranſacks there, to find this peerleſs treaſure 3 
A fourth, more ſage, more wiſely melancholy, 
Perſwades himſelf, her Deity's too holy 
For common hands to touch, he rather chuſes 
To make a long days journey to the Muſes : 
To Athens (gown'd) he goes, and from that School 
Returns unſped, a more 1nſtrued fool. 

Where lies ſhe then? or lies ſhe any where ? 
Honours are bought and ſold, ſhe reſts not there 3 ; 
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Much leſs in pleaſures hath ſhe her abiding, 
For they are ſhar'd to Beaſts, and ever ſliding; 
Nor yet invirtue, virtue's often poor, 
And (cruſht with fortune) begs from door to door : 
Nor is ſhe fainted in the ſhrine of wealth; 
That, makes men ſlaves, 1s unſecur'd from ſtealth ; 
Conclude we then, Felzcity confiſts 
Not in exterior fortunes, bur her liſts 
Are boundleſs, and her large exrenfion 
Out-runs the pace of humane apprehenſion, 
Fortunes are ſeldom meaſur'd by deſert: 
The fairer face hath off the fouler heart ; 
Sacred Felicity doth ne'r extend 
Beyond it ſelf : In it all wiſhes end: 
The ſwelling of an outward fortune can * 
Create a proſp'rous, not a happy man: 
A peaceful Conſcience 1s the true content, 
And wealth 1s but her golden ornament. 
I care not ſo my kernel reliſh well, 
How flender be the ſubſtance of my ſhell ; 
My heart b'ing virtuous, let my face be wan, 
Iam to God, I only ſeem to man. 


| — ms 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Bildad ſhews man's impurity 3 

Job ſetreth ſorth th* Almighty's power, 
Pleads ftill hu own integrity : 

God's Wiſdom no man can diſcover. 


SECT. XIP. 


Aid Bildad then, with whom doſt thou conteſt, 
But with thy Maker, that liygs ever bleſt ? Fe 
Is 
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His pow'r is infinite, man's light is dim, 

And knowledgedarkneſs,not deriv'd from him. 

Say then, who can be juſt hefore him ? No man 

Can challenge purity that's born of woman. 

The greater Torch of Heaven 1n his fighr 

Shall be aſham'd, and loſe his purer light ; 

Much leſs can man, that is but living duſt, 

And bur a fairer worm, be pure and juſt, | 

Whereat 7ob thus : doth Heav'ns high judgment ſtand 
To be ſupported by thy weaker hand ? 

Wants he thy help ? To whom doſt thou extend 
Theſe, theſe thy laviſh lips, and to what end ? 

No, he's Almighty ; and his power doth give 

Each thing his being, and in him they live : 

To him 1s nothifg dark, his ſovereign hands 

Whirl round the reſtleſs Orbs, his power commands 
The even- pois'd Earth, the water-pots of Heaven 

He empties at his pleature, and hath given 
Appointed liſts, to keep the waters under ; 

The trembling ſkies he ſtrikes amaz'd, with thunder : 
Theſe, theſe the Trophees of his power be. 

Where 1s there ever ſuch a God as he! 

My friends,theſe ears have heard your cenſures on me, 
And Heay'ns ſharp hand doth weigh fo hard upon me; 
So languiſhing in grief, that no deſence 
Seems to remain, to ſhield my innocence : 

Yet while my ſoul a gaſp of breath affords, 

Fil not diftruft my Maker, nor your words 

Deſerve, which Heaven forefend, that ever I 

Prove true, but I'll plead guiltleſs rill I die 3 

While I have breath, my pangs ſhall ne'r perſwada me 
To wander, and revolt from him that made me. 

E'r ſuch thoughts ſpring from this confuſed breſt, 

Let deathand tortures do their worſt, their beſt. 
What gains the hypocrite, although the whole 


Worlds weakh he purchaſe, with the price on's ſoul _ " 
| 
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Will Heaven hear the voice of his diſeaſe ? 

Can he repent, and turn, when cr he pleaſe? 

True,God-doth ſometime plague with open ſhame 

The wicked, often blurs he forth his name 

From out the Earth, his children ſhall be ſlain, 

And who ſurvives, ſhall beg their bread in vain ; 

Whar if his gold be heapt, the good man ſhall 

Poſſeſs it, as rrue Maſter of it all ; 

Like Moths, their houſes ſhall they build, in doubr 

And danger, every hour to be caft out; 

Beſieg'd with want, their lips make fruitleſs moan, 

Yet (wanting ſuccour) be reliev'd by none ; 

The worm of conſcience ſhall torment his breſt, 

And he ſhall roar, when others be art reſt ; 

God's hand ſhall ſcourge him that he cannot flie, 

And men ſhall laugh, and hiſs to hear him cry. 
The pureſt meral's hid within the mould, 

Withour 15 gravel, but within is gold ; 

Man digs, and 1n his toil he takes a pleaſure, 

He ſeeks, and finds within the Turf, the treaſure ; 

He never reſts unſped, but (underneath) 

He mines, and progs, though in the fangs of death : 

No ſecret (how obſcure ſoever) can 

Earths boſom ſmother, that's unfound by man; 

But the Divine and high Decrees of Heaven, 

What mind can ſearch into.? No power's given 

To mortal man, whereby he may attain 

The rare diſcovery of (o high a ſtrain : 

Dive to the depth of darkneſs, and the deeps 

Renounce this wiſdom, The wide Ocean keeps 

Her not inclos'd ; *TE not the pureſt gold 

Can purchaſe ir, or heaps of Silver, told ; 

The Pearls, and peerleſs treaſures of the Eaſt, 

Refined gold, and gems, are all, the leaſt 

Of nothing, if compar'd with ir, as which, 

Earths Maſs of treaſure (ſumm'd) isnot fo rich ; 

Where 


224 JOB MILITANT. 


Where reſts the wiſdom then ? If men enquire 
Below, they find nor her ; or if they (higher) 
Soar with the Prince of fowls, they ſtill deſpair : 
The more they ſeck, the further off they are. 
Ah friends ! how more than men? how Eagle-ey'd 
Are you, to ſee, what to the world beſide 

Was dark ? To youalone (tm truſt) was given 
To ſearch into the high Decrees of Heaven : 
You read his Oracles, you underſtand 

To riddle forth mans fortunes by his hand : 
Your wiſdoms have a priviledge to know 

His ſecret ſmiling from his angry Brow : 

Ler ſhame prevent, your lips recant, and give 
To the Almighty his prerogative z 

To him the ſearching of mens hearts belong, 
Mans judgment ſinks no deeper than the tongue 3 
He overlooks the world, and in one ſpace 

Of time, his eye 1s fixt on every place: 

He weighs the waters, ballances the air, 

What e'r hath being, did his hands prepare 
He wills that Mortals be not over-wiſe, 

Nor judge his ſecrets with cenſorious eyes. 


Meditat. XIV. 

, IS Virtue to flie Vice : there's none more ſtout 
Than he that ventures to pick virtue out 

Betwixt a brace of Vices : Dangers ſtand, 
Threatning his ruine upon either hand ; 
His Card muſt guide him, leſt his Pinnace run 
Upon Charybdzs, while it Scylla ſhun ; 
In moderation all Virtue lies ; 
*Tis greater folly to be over-wiſe, 
Than rudely ignorant: The golden mean 
Is but to know enough; ſafer to kan 
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To Ignorance, than Curiofity ; 

For Lighttning blaſts the Mountains that are high : 

The firſt of men, from hence deſery'd his fall, 

He ſought for ſecrets, and found death withal : 

Secrets are unfit objeGs for our eyes, 

They blind us in beholding : He that tries wo 
To handle water, the more hard he ſtrains . x5 
And gripes his hand, the leſs his hand retains : 

The mind that's troubled with thar pleaſing itch 

Of knowing ſecrets, having flown a pirch 
Beyond it (elf, the higher 1t aſcends 

And ſtrives to know, the leſs it apprehends : 

That fecret-Wiſeman is an open Fool, 

Which takes a Council-chamber for a School. 

The eye of man defires no farther light, 

Than to deſcry the objett.of his fight , 

And reſts contented with the Suns refle&ion : 

Bit (lab'ring to behold his bright complexion) 

If it preſume rourt-face his glorious hghr, 

The beams bereave him, juſtly, of his fight : . ,. 

Even ſo the mind ſhotffd reſt in what's reveald, :. . 
Bur over-curious, if in things conceal'd 


LENT EE 
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Who flies with Icarus his feathers, ſhall 
Have Farys' his Forttine,' and his fall. © 
A noble Prince, (whofe bounteous hand was bent * 
To recompenee his'ſervants faith, 'and vent | © * 
The earneſt of his favours) did not proffer, ,",* 

bitwilld him boldly to prevent his offer'? © +0» 
TY 93 'Q Thank 
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Thankful he thus reply'd, Then grant unto me 
This boon, With-hold thy Princely ſecrets from me. 
*  Thatholy man, in whoſe familiar car 
Heav'n oft had thundred, might not come too near : 
The temple muſt have Curtams 3 mortal hearts 
Muſt reſt content to ſee his hinder-parts. 
T care not (Lord) how far thy Face be off, 
Tf I but kiſs thy hand, I have enough. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Job wiſheth bis pa#t happineſs 3 
Shews hrs ſtate preſent, doth confeſs 
That God's the Author of bus greef 3 
Relates the pureneſs of his life. 


” 


SECT. XP. 
O!\ that I were as happy as I-was, 


When Heavens bright favours ſhone upon my 
And proſper'd my affairs, enricht my joys, (face, 


When all my Sons could anſwer to my voice 3 
Then did my ſtore, and thriving F encreale, 
Offended Juſtice ſought my hands for peace z 
Old men did honour, and the did fear me, 
Princes kept ſilence (when I ſpake) to hear me, 
T heard the poor,reliey'd the widows cry, 
Orphans I ſuccour'd, was the blind man's eye, 
= Criple's on, wy IE brothers drudge, 

| r man's Father, l udpe 5 
I then fappoſed that my days hn — Judge 


Would paſs in plenty, and expire in peace : 
My Roots nat, fined, and my Branches ſprung, 
My Glory blazd, my Power. grew daily firong 3 


. 
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I ſpeaking, men ſtood mute, my ſpeeches mov'd 
All hearts to joy, by all men were approv'd : | 
My kindly words were welcome, as a latter E 
Rain, and were Oracles in a doubtful mattep.s 
O ſudden change! I'm turn'd a laughing-ſtock 
To boys, and thoſe that ſu'd to tend my Flock, 
And ſuch, whoſe hungry wants have taught rcheir hands 
To ſcrape the Earth, and dig the barren lands 
For hidden roots, wherewith they may appeaſe 
Their tyrant ſtomachs, theſe {even very theſe) 
Flout at my ſorrows, and diſdaining me, 
Point with their fingers, and cry, This #s be : 
My honour's foil'd, my troubled ſpirit lies 
Wide open to the worſt of injuries; 
Where-e'r I turn, my ſorrow new appears, ek 
Im vext abroad with flouts, at home with fears : - 
My ſoul is fatat, and nights that ſhould give caſe 
To tired ſpirits, make my griefs encreale : 
I loath my Carkaſs, for my ripened ſores 
Have chang'd my garments colour with their coats. 
But what is worſt of worſts, (Lord) often I 
Haye cri'd to thee, a ſtranger to my cry, 
Though perfe& Clemency thy nature be, . 
Though kind'to all, thou art unkind to me. 
I ne'r waxt pale, to ſee another thrive, 
Nor e'r did let my afflited Brother ſtrive 
With rears alone : but I {poor I) tormented, 
Expe& for-ſuccour, .and am unlamented : . _ 
I mourn 1n filence, languiſh all alone : \ & | 
As in a Deſart,, am rehev'd-by none - : 8 
My ſores have di'd my ſkin with filth, ſtill turning 
My joys to grief, and all my mirth ro, mourning. ; -- 
My heart hath;paſt Indentures with mine eye,; 
Not to behold. a Maid, for whar ſhould. I , . ye 
WExper from Heaven bur a defery'd reward,  '- , 
Ean'd byfo.faul a fin? for deach's prepar'd» :; - -;,- 
FP Te ; 
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And flames of wrath are-blown for ſuch : Doth he 

Not know my actions, that ſo'well knows me ? 

If I have lent my hand'toſlie deceit, 

Or if my ſteps have nor been purely ſtrait, 

What I have ſown, then let a ſtranger cat, 

And root my plants untimely from their ſear. 

If T-with luſt have e'r diſtain'd my life, 

Or been defiled with another's wife, 

In equal Juſtice tet my wife be known 

Of all, and ler me reap, as I have ſown : 

For luſt, that burneth in a finful breſt, 

Till it hath burnt him too, ſhall never reſt. 

If e*'r my haſte did treat my ſervant ill, 

Without deſert, making my power my will, 

Then how ſhould I before God's Judgment ſtand, 

Since we were both created by one hand ? 

If e'r my power wrong'd the poor man's cauſe, 

Or to the widow, lengrhned out the Laws : 

If er (alone) my lips did taſte my bread, 

Or ſhur my churliſh doors, the poor unfed, 

Or bent my hand to do the Orphan wrong, 

Or ſaw him naked, unapparell'd long ; 

In heaps of Gold, if e'r I took delight, | . 

Or gave Heavens worſhip, to the Heavenly Light, 

Or e'r was flatt'red by my ſecret will, 

Or joyed in my Adverſaries Ill 3 

Let God accurſe me from his glorious ſeat, 

And make my plagues (if poſſible) more great. 
Oh! that ſome equal hearer now were by, 

To judge my righteous cauſe: Full ſure am T, 

I ſhall be quitted by th' Almighty's hand. 

What, therefore, if cenſorious tongues withſtand 

The judgment of my ſober Conſcience ?: 

_ thy Ballads on me,.yet from thence 

My ſimple Innocence ſhall gain renown, 

And on my head, Il-wear them, as my Grown : 
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To the Almghty's ear will T reveal - 
My ſecret ways 3 to him, alone, appeal : 
If (to conclude) the Earth could find a tongue, 
T' impeach my-guiltleſs hands of doing wrong : 
If hidden wages (earn'd with ſweat) do lie 
Rak'd in; her furrows, ler her womb deny 
To bleſs my Harveſt, let heri better Seeds 
Beturn'd to Thiſtles, and the reſt to weeds. 


| _ — 


Meditat. XV. 


H E man whoſe ſoul is undiſtain'd with Ill, 
Pure from the check of a diſtemper'd will, 

Stands only free from the diſtradts of Care, 
And flics a pitch above the reach of Fear : 
His boſom dares the threatning Bow-man's Arm, 
fis wiſdom ſees, his Courage finds no harm 3 
WHis breſt lies open to the recking Sword ; 
e darts of (warthy Maurys can afford 
Leſs dread, than danger to his well prepar'd 
Ind ſetled mind; which (ſtanding on her guard). 
Bids miſchief do the worſt ſhe can; or will, 
for he thar does no ill, deſerves no ill. 
Would any ſtrive with Sampſon for renown, 
hoſe brawny arm can ſtrike moſt pillars down ? 
Ir try a fall with Angels, and prevail? -*+5 
Ir with a Hymn unhinge the ſtrongeſt Nyl ? 
ould any.from a pris'ner prove a Prince ? 1 
Ir with ſlow ſpeech beſt Orators convince ? $4 
eſerve he then, unſtained in his breſt, a 
| milk-whice Conſcience 3 ler his ſoul be bleſt 
th _ Innocence; Theſeven-fold ſhield 
lo dart ſhall pierce, no ſword ſhall make it yield ; 

ſinewy:Bow, and deadly headed Lance,  .: 
MAL 4 eak in:(h11 ers, 2SNG X00 pliaters olances: 
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Aſide, returning back, from whence they came, 
And wound their hearts with an eternal ſhame. 
The juſt and conſtant mind, thar perſeveres 
Unblemiſhr with falſe pleafures, never fears 
The bended threatnings of a Tyrant's brow 3 
Death neither can diſturb, nor change his Vow ; 
well guarded with himſelf, he walks along, 
When moſt alone he ſtands a thouſand ſtrong. ' 

_ Lives he jn weal, and full Proſperity ? 

His wiſdom tells him, that he lives to die. 

Is he affli&ed ? Sharp affliftions give 

Him hopes of Change, and that he dies to live. 

Ts herevil'd and ſcorn'd ? He fits, and ſmiles, 
Knowing him happy, whom the world reviles. 
Tf rich, he gives the Poor, and if he live 

In poor eſtate, he finds rich friends to give: : / 

He lives an Angel in a mortal form; 

And having paft the brunt of-many a ſtorm, 

Ar laſt arriveth at the haven'of Reſt, FT» 

Where that juſt Judge, thar rambles in his breſt, 
Joyning with Angels, with an Angel's voice, - 
Chaunts forth ſweet Requzems of Eternal joys. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Elihu Job reproves, repraves 
His Friend alihe ; be pleads the caſe 
#4th Job in God's behalf, and moves 
Him to recant, and call for Grate. - 


SECT. X71. 
Hus 7ob his ill defended Cauſe adjourns, - 


SITCE HOCTE) z t oc: 2-4" | 
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To his unjuſt. Accuſers, whoſe bad cauſe 
Hath left them grounded in too large a pauſe z 
Whereat Elihu, a young ſtander-by 
Whoſe modeſt ears, upon their long reply 
Did wait, his angry filence did awake. 
And (craving pardon for his youth) beſpake : 
Young Standers-by do oftentimes ſee more 
Than elder Gameſters : Y*are to blame all four : 
Th'ones cauſe is bad, but with good proofs befriended, 
The other's juſt and good, bur ill defended : 
Though reaſon makes the man, Heaven makes him wiſe ; 
Wiſdom in greateſt Clerks not always lies : 
Then let your filence give me leave to ſpend 
My judgment, whilſt your heedful ears attend. 
T have not heard, alone, bur ſtill expe&ed 
To hear what more your ſpleens might have objected 
Againſt your woful Friend, and I have found 
Your reaſon's built bur upon a ſandy ground. 
Flouriſh no Flags of Conqueſt : Underſtand, 
Thar he's afflited by th' Almighty's hand : 
He hath not fail'd to croſs your accuſations; | 
Yer I (though nor with your foul exprobrations) 
Will croſs him roo. I'm full, and I muſt ſpeak, 
Or, like unvented veſſels, I muſt break ; | 
And with my tongue my heart will be reliev'd, 
That {wells, with what my patience hath conceiv'd : 
Be none offended, for my lips ſhall tread 
That ground (without reſpe&) as truth ſhall lead 
God hates a flatr'ring Language 3 then how can I 
Unliable to. danger flatter any ? 
' Now, Job, to thee I ſpeak. O let my Errant 
Be welcomto thine ears, for truth's my warrant 3 
They are no ſlender trifles that I treat 
Of, things digeſted with the ſacred hear, 
But an inſpired knowledge z *Tis no raſh : 
Diſcharge of wrath, nor wits conceired tHaſh 3 
: Q4 
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Tl! ſpeak, and hear thee -—_ as free, for T 
Will rake no vantage of thy Miſery. 

Thy tongue did challenge to maintain thy caſe 
With God, if he wovld veil his glorious face: 
Be I the man (though clad with clay and duſt, * 
And mortal like thy ſelf) that takes the truſt 
To repreſent his Perſon: thou doſt term 
Thy (elf moſt/juſt, and boldly doſt affirm, 
Thar Heaven affli&s thy ſoul without a reaſon. © 
Ah 7ob ! theſe very words (alone) are treaſon 

Againſt th Almjghty's Will : thou oughteſt rather 
Submit thy paſſion to him, as thy Father, . ' '* 
Than plead ivith him, as with thy Peer. Is he 
Bound to-reveal his ſecret Will to 'thee ? - ' © 
God ſpeaketh oft ro man, not underſtood, * - - + 
Sometimes in dreams, art other times think good 
To thunder Judgment jn his drouzy ear; ' '* 
Sometimes with hard affiiftion's ſcourge doth tear - 


His wounded ſoul, which may at'length give eaſe: / 


(Like ſharper Phyſick) to his foul diſeaſe: 

But if (like pleaſing Julips) he-afford | 
The meek Expounders of his ſacred word, ©: * 
With ſweer perſwaſions to recure his grief, 

How can his ſorrows wiſh more fair relief? 

Ah, then his body ſhall wax young and bright -: 
Heavens face that ſcorchr before, ſhall now delight. 
His tongue with Triumph ſhalt confeſs ro men, 

] was a Leper, but am clear/igen. Ou 7 
Thus, thus that Spring of mercy oftentimes - - + 


Doth ſpeak to man, that man may ſpeak his crimes. ' 


Conſider, 7ob 3 my words with judgment weigh 


Which done, (if thou haſt ought) then boldly fay; / 


If otherwiſe, thame not to hold thy peace, ' 
And ler thy wiſdom with my words encreafe. - 
Ami you, you wiſemen that are ſilent here, ' '_ 
Mate to-lend my lips your ripened ear z ' - 


Let's 
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Let's call a parly, and the cauſe decide 3 ; 
For Job pleads guiltleſs, and would fainbe tri'd : 
Yer hath his boldneſs term'd himſelf upright, 
And tax'd th* Almighty for not doing right: 


His Innocence with Heaven doth he plead, _ ;, »: 
And that unjuſtly he was puniſhed ; _ 
O Purity by Tmpudence ſuborn'd !' mn 


I 
© 8" 


"IE LIE - 
1 DIL EIT ST I = 
5F4 AH. b 


He ſcorn'd his maker, and is juftly.ſcorn'd: '_ 2 ih 

Far be it fromthe heart of man, that he | 
Who 1s all Juſtice, yer unjuſt ſhould be. 
Each one ſhall reap the. harveft he hath ſown, "| *.; * ...# 
His meed ſhall meaſure what his hands have dane. ” 3 4 of 


Wha is can claim the worlds. great Sovereignty ?''' ©, . 
Who rais'd the Rafters of the Heavens, but he? ,*..  -: 
If God ſhould breathe. on man, or take away . ©; 
The breath he gave him, -what were man but Clay ? -* 
0, let thy heart th* unbridled'rongue convince !'' - _., 
Say, Dare thy lips defame an earthly Prince ? 0 fe 
How dar'ſt thou then malign the King of Kings,  -- 
To whom'great Princes are bur pooreſt things? . *. 
He kicks down Kjngdoms, ſpurns th* Imperia 
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And with his blaſt, puffs mighty Monarchs down. |. 
'Tis vain to ſtrive with him, and if he ſtrike, * 

Our part's to bear, nor fondly to miſſike, 

(Miſconſtruing the nature of his.drifty 

But husband 'his corre&ions to our thrift. 'D 
If he affli; our beſt is ro implore 8 __....\.,, 
His Blefting with his Rod, afid fin no more. = © 
Whar it our torments paſs the bounds of meaſure? 
Ir unbefits our wills, to ſtint his pleaſure. I 
Judge then, and let th' impartial world adviſe, .. -..,, LF | 
How far (poor 7ob) thy judgment is from wiſe':' _ | | 17 


Nor are theſe ſpeeches kindled with the fire 
Of a diſtempred ſpleen, bur withdefire 

T' enrich thy wiſdom, leſt thy fury tie 
Preſumption to thy raſh infirmiry. * 
; g Meditate. 


A 
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Meditat. XV 


O R mortals, to be born, wax old, and die, 
Lies not in Will, but bare Neceſſity, 
Common to beaſts, which in the ſelf degree, 
Hold by the ſelf ſame Patent, even as we : 
But to be wiſe is a diviner a&ion 
Of the diſcurſive Soul, a pure abſtraRtion 
Of all her power, united in the Will, 
Aiming at good, rejeRing what 1s ill : | 
Ir is an influence of inſpired breath, 
Unpurchaſed by birth, unloſt by death, 
Entail'd to no man, no, not free to all, 
Yet gently anſwers to the eager call 
Of thoſe, that with inflam'd affeRions ſeck, 
—— render youth and age alike : 
In depth of days, her ſpirit not alway lies, 
Years make man old, but Heaven returns him wiſe 3 
Youths Innocence, nor riper ages ſtrength 
Can challenge her as due ; (Deſired) length | 
Of days, produced to decrepir years, 
Filld with experience, and grizly hairs, 
Can clain no right, th' Almighty ne'r ingages 
His gifts to times, nor js he bound to Ages ; 
His quickning Spirit to Sucklings oft reveals, 
What to their doting Grandfires he conceals ; 
The virtue of his birth cay unbenumb 
The frozen lips, and ftrike the ſpeaker dumb : 
Who o that moving power 1nto his tongue, 
Whoſe lips did right the chaſte Syſanna's wrang, 
Lipon her wanton falſe accuſers death ? C 
What ſecret fire inflam'd. that fainnng breath 
Thar blaſted Phary ? Or thoſe ruder tongues, 
That ſchool'd the faithlefs Prophet for the wrongs 
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He did to ſacred Juſtice ? *matters nor 

How fleight the mean be in ir ſelf, or what 

In our efteems, ſo wiſdom he the meſſage : 

Embaſſadors are worthied.1n th' Embaſlage : 

God ſows his harveſt to his beſt encreaſe, 

And glorifies, himſelf howe'r he pleaſe. | 
Lord, if thou wilt, (for what 1s hard to thee ? ) 

I may a FaQor for thy Glory be, 

Then grant that (like a faithful ſervant) I 

My render back thy ſtock with Uury. 


C———— 
Y 


+THE ARGUMENT. _ IS 


God reaps no gain by man's beft deeds, = 
Man's miſery from hamſulf proceeds * 7 11 
God's Mercy and Juſtice are unbounded, 07/6 
On works of Nature man is grounded. WoL. | 


SECT. XV11L 


Libs, thus his pauſing lips again | 
Diſlos'd and faid, (Rath Fob) doſt thou maintain 
A rightful cauſe, which in concluſion, muſt 
Avow thee blameleſs, and thy God unjuſt! 
Thy lawleſs words implying, that it can ” 
Advantage none to live an. upright man ? 
My tongue ſhall ſchaol thee,and = friends,that would 
(Perchance) refel thy reaſons, if they could: _ 
Behold thy glorious makers greatneſs, ſee. 
The power of his hand ; Say they, can he 
= — by ig ſin, - Fo = pre F 
Advantage by th' uprightnels of thy ways ? 
True, the afflifted languiſh oft in grief, _ 
And roar to Heayen (unanſiver'd) for relicf, 


Yet 


3} Whocomprehends the lighming, or the thunder? ' 
#- 33 Whoſees, who hears them, unamaz'd with wonder ? 
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Yer is not Heavenunjuft, for their fond cry © 
Their ſins bewails not, ' but their miſery. 
Ceaſe then to make him guilty of thy crimes, 


And wait his pleaſure, [that's not hound to times, 
Nor hears vain words. The forrows thou art in © ' 
Are flight, or nothing, ballanc'd with thy fin: 


Thy lips accuſe thee, and thy fooliſh: tongue, 


To right thy ſelf, hath done th Almighty wrong. ' 
Hold back thine anſwer ler: thy flowing ſtream © - 


Find paſſage to ſurround my fruitful Theam 3 
I'll rayfe my thoughts to plead my makers caſe; 
And ſpeak as ſhall befit ſo high a place : 
Behold, the Almighty's meek, as well as ſtrong, 
Deſtroys the wicked, rights the juſt man's wrong, 
Mounts him to honour:;' if 'by'chance he ſtray, 
Inſtruds, and ſhews him where he loſt his way : 
Tf he return, his bleſſings ſhall encreaſe, | 
Crowning his joys with plenty and ſweet peace :' 
If not, th' entailed ſword ſhall ne'r depart 

His ſtained houſe, put pierce his hardned heart ; 
Ah finful 7ob / theſe plagues had never been, 


Hadfſt thou been guiltleſs (as thou boaſts) of fin : . . 


But thy proud lips againſt their Maker plead, 


And draw down heaps of vengeance on thy head :. x 


Look to thy ſelf, ſeek. not to underſtand | 
The ſecret cauſes of th' Eternals hand 
Let wiſdom make the beſt of: miſery, 

Know who infli&s it, aſk no reaſon why : 

His will's beyond thy reach, and his Divine 


And facred knowledge, far ſurpaſſeth thine. .- , | | 
Ah! rather praiſe himin his works, that lie - '! © 


(Wide open to the world) before thine eye; 


$147; His meaneſt AR, our higheſt thoughts g'r-tops, © © | 
1 $%.+ He pricks the Clouds, fiills down the rain by drops ; 
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My troubled heart chills it thy quivering breſt, 
To reliſh theſe things, and is diſpoſleſt 

Of all her powers: who ever heard the voice 

Of th' angry Heavens, unfrighted at the noiſe ? 

The beaſt by nature daz'd with ſudden dread, 
Seeks out for covert to ſecure his head : 

If God command, the duſky Clouds march forth 
Into a Tempeſt ; From the freezing North 

He beckons Froſt and Snow ; and'from the South 
He bloweth whirl-winds with his angry mouth, 
Preſumptuous Fob ! if thou canſt not aſpire - 

So high, to comprehend theſe things, admire. 
Know'ſt thou the progreſs of the rambling Clouds ? 
From mortals eyes, when gloomy darkneſs ſhrowds 
The Lamps of Heavens? Know'ſt thou the reaſon why ? 
Canſt thou unriddle Heavens Philoſophy ? 

Know'ſt thou th* unconſtant nature of the weather ? 
Or whence ſo many winds proceed, and whither ? 
Wert thou-made privy, or a ſtander by | 
When God ſtrerchr forth his ſpangled Canopy ? 
Submit thy ſelf, and let theſe ſecrets teach, 

How far his Myſteries do ſurmount thy reach : 

For he's Almighty, and his ſacred will 

Is juſt, nor renders an unearned 111 : 

His works are obje&s for no ſoaring eyes, 

But whereſoe'r he looks, he finds none wile. 


RE —————— 


Meditat. XVII 


HE world's an Index to Eternity, 
Andgives a glance of what our clearer eye 
In time ſhall fee at large 3 nothing's fo ſlight 
Which 1n Nature ſends not forth ſome light, 

Or Memorandum of his Makers _ 

No Duſt fo vile, but pens an ample ſtory 
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Of the Almighty's power, - nor is there that, - 
Which gives not man juſt cauſe to wonder at, 


Caſt down thine eyes, behold the pregnant earth, 
: | 


(Her ſelf but one) produceth at one birth 
A world of divers natures : From a ſeed 
Entirely one, things hot and cold proceed, 
She ſuckles with one milk, things moiſt and dry, 
Yet in her womb 1s no repugnancy. _ 

Or ſhall thy reaſon ramble up ſo high, 
To view the Court of wild Aſtronomy ? 
Behold the Planets, round about thine ears, 
Whirling like fire-balls in their reſtleſs Spheres, 
Ar one lelf-inſtant moving ſeveral ways, 
Still meaſuring out our ſhort, and ſhorter days. 
Behold the parts whereon the world confiſts, 
Are limited 1n their appointed liſts, | 
Without rebellion unapt to vary, 
Thovgh being many, divers, and contrary : 
Look where we liſt, above, beneath, or under , 
Our eyes ſhall ſee to learn, and learn to wonder 3 


Their depth ſhall drown our judgments, and their height, 


Beſides his wits, ſhall drive the prime conceit : 
Shall then our daring minds preſume aſpire | 


To Heavens hid Myſtries ? our thought inquire 


Into the depth of ſecrets unconfounded,  -. | 

When in the ſhore of Nature they were drowned ? 
Fond man be wiſe, ſtrive not above thy ſtrength, 

Tertipt not thy Bark beyond het Cables length; - 

And, like Prometheus, filch no ſacred fire, 

Leſt Eagles gripe thee : Ler thy proud defire 

Suit with thy fortunes 2 Curiaus minds, that ſhall 

Mount up with Phaztox, ſhall have Phaetor's fall. 

Unbend chy-bow berimes, leſt thou repent _ 

- Too late, for it will break, or elſe ſtand bent. 


I'll work athome, ne croſs the ſcorching Line, .. 


In unknown Lands to ſeek a hidden Mine : 


Plain 
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Plain Bullion pleaſeth me, I not defire 
Dear Ingots from the Elixirs techy fire; 
If ſpend my yu (where beſt 1 may be bold) - 
To know my ſelf, wherein I ſhall behold 
The world abridg'd, and in that world, my maker, 
Beyond which task, I wiſh no undertaker. 

Great God, by whom it is, what-e'r 1s mine, 
Make me thy Viceroy in this world of thine, 
So clear mine eyes, that I may comprehend 
My ſleight beginning, and my ſudden end. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


God queſtions Job, and proves that man 
Cannot attain to things ſo high, 

As divine ſecrets, ſince he can 
Not reach to Natures 3 Job's reply. 


SECT. XV11T. 


| from the boſom of a murm'ring Cloud, 
Heavens great Zehovah did at length unſhroud 
Kis Earths-amazing language, (Equally 
Made terrible with Fear and Majeſty 
(Challeng'd the Duel) he did undertake 
. His grumbling ſervant, and him thus beſpake : 
Who, who art thou, that thus doſt pry in vain 
Into my ſecrers, hoping to attain, : 
With murmuring, to things conceal'd from man ? 
Say, (poor blind mortal) who art thou that can 
Thus clear thy crimes, and dar'ſt (with vain applauſe) 
Make me Defendant in thy finful cauſe ? | 
Lo, here Tam; Engrofs into thy hands | 
Thy ſoundeſt weapons ; Anſyer my demands : - '-- 


Say, 
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Say, where wert thou, when theſe my hands did lay 
E__., The worlds foundation ? canſt thou tell me ?. Say, 
*%.. Was Earth not 'meaſur'd by this Arm of mine? 
*-Whoſe hand did aid me ?' was I help'd by thine ? 
Where wert thou; when the Planets Aſt did blaze, 
And in their Spheres ſang forth their Makers praiſe ? 
Who is't that rames the raging of the Seas, 
And ſwathes them up-in Miſts when e'r he pleaſe 2 
Didft thou divide the Darkneſs from the Light ? 
Or knowſt thou whence Aurora takes her flight ? 
Didfſt e'r inquire into the Seas Abyſs, 
* __ Or mark'd the Earth of what a bulk ſhe is ? 
*Knowſt thou the place where Light or Darkneſs ſprings ? 
Can thy deep age unfold theſe ſecret things ? 
* Knowſt thou the-caufe of Show or Hail, which are 
My fierce Artill'ry in my time of war ? | 
Who 1s't that rends the gloomy Clouds in ſunder, 
Whoſe ſudden raptures ſtrikes forth fireand thunder ? 
Or who bedews the Earth with gentle ſhowers , 
Filling her pregnant ſoil with fruits and flowers ? 
What Father got the Rin? From what chill womb 
Did Frofts, and hard-congealed waters come ? 
:Canſt thou reſtrain fair, Maza's'courſe, or-ſtint her ? 
- £Orfad Orion uſhering in the winter ? - 
Will ſcorching Cancer ar thy ſummons come ? 
Or Sun-burnt Autumn with her fruitful womb-? 
Knowſt thou Heavens courſe above, or doſt thou know 
Thoſe gentle influences here below ? + 
Who was't inſpir'd thy, ſoul with underſtanding, 
- And gave thy ſpirit the ſpirit of apprehehding,? 
Doſt thou. command; rhe Ciſterns of the, Sky 
To quench the thirſty foil? or 15 1t I? © {::- 


Nay, let thy pra&tice to.the Earth deſcend, 
Prove there, how far thy. power doth extend: . 
From thy full hand, will hungry Lions ear ?- -. © cf 


Feedſt thou'the empty-Rayens thar cry for nieat ? 5 q 
Ie .. it 
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See'ſt thou the Seaſon, when the fearful Hind 
Brings forth her painful birth ? Haft thou affign'd 
The Mountain-Goat her Time? Or is itI ? 

Canſt thou ſubjet& unto thy Sovereignty 

The untam'd Unicorn? Can thy hard hand ' 

Force him to labour on thy fruitful Land ? 

Didſt thou enrich the Peacock with his Plume ? 

Or did that Steel-digeſting Bird aſſume 

His downy Flags fromthee ? Didſt thou endow 
The noble Stallion with his ftrength ? Canſt thou 
Quaile his proud courage? See his angry breath 
Puffs nothing forth, bur fears ſumm'd up in death : 
Mark with what pride his horny Hoofs do tabor 
The hard reſounding Earth ; with how great labor, 
How little ground he ſpends : but at the noiſe 

And fierce Alarm of the hoarſe Trumpets voice 

He breaks the Ranks amongſt a thouſand Spears 
Pointed with death, undaunted at the fears 

Of doubtful war, he rufhes like a Ranger, 

Through every Troop, and ſcorns fo brave a danger. 
Do lofty Haggards cleave the flitting Air, 

With Plumes of thy deviſing? Then how dare 
Thy ravenous lips thus, thus at random run, 

And countermand what I the Lord have done ? 
Think'ſt thou to learn (fond mortal) thus by diving 
Into my ſecrets, or to gain by ſtriving ? 

Plead then 3 No doubt but thine will be the Day, 
Speak (peeviſh Plaintiff) if thou'ſt ought to ſay. 
Fob then reply*d : Grear God, Iam but duſt, 

My heart is ſinful, and thy hands are juſt 

I ama Sinner (Lord) my words are wind, 

My thoughts are vain, (Ah Father) I have fir'd: 
Shall duſt reply ? I ſpake too much before, 

I'll cloſe theſe lips, and never anſwer more. 
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10B MILITANT. 


Meditat. XV11T 
Oo Glorious Light! A light unapprehended 


By mortal eyes! O Glory never ended, 

Nor e'r created, whence all Glory ſprings, 
In heavenly Bodies ; and in earthly things ! 
O Power immenſe, derived froma will 
Moſt juſt and able to do all, bur i11! 
O Eſſence pure, and full of Majeſty ! 
Greatneſs (it ſelf) and yer no quantity ; 
Goodneſs, and without quality ; producing 
All things from out of nothing; and reducing 
All things tonothing ; paſt all comprehending, 
Both Firſt and Laſt, and yer without an ending, 
Or yet beginning ; filling every creature, 
And not (it felf) included ; above Nature, 
Yetnot excluded'; of it (elf fabſiſting, 
And with it ſelf all other things affiſting 3 
Divided, yer withour diviſion ; 
A perfe& Three, yet Three, entirely One 3 
Both One in Three, and Three in One, together z 
Begetting, and begotten, and yet neither ; 
The Fountain of all Arts confounding Art : 
Both all in all, and all in every part ; 
Still ſeeking Glory, and ſtill wanting none, 
Though juſt, yet reaping, where thou ne'r haſt ſown, 

Great Majeſty, ſince Thou art every where, 
O, why ſhould I miſdoubc thy Preſence here? 
I long have ſought thee, but my ranging hearr 
Ne'r queſts, and cannot ſee thee where thou art 3 
There's no defe& in thee , thy light hath ſhin'd, 
Nor can be hid, (Great God) but I am blind. 
O clear mine eyes,. and with thy holy fire 
Inflame my Breaſt, and edge my full defire: 


Of my Redeemers A 
Unfrighted at the noiſe : no ſnlle 
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Waſh mie with Hyſſop, cleanſe my ſtained thoughts, 
Renew my ſpirit, blur forch my ſecret faults ; 

Thou tak'ſt no pleaſure ina finnters death, 

For thou art Life, thy Mercy's not beneath _ 
Thy ſacred Juſtice. Give thy Servant power 
To ſeek aright, and (having ſought) diſcover 
Thy glorious Preſence; Ler my blemiſht Eye 

. See my Salvation yer before I dye. ; 
O then my Duſt, rhat's bowell'd in the Ground, 
Shall riſe with trrumph at the welcome Sound 


Trump, 


n Dump 
Of ſelf-confounding Conſcience ſhall affright me, 


For he's my Judge, whoſe dying blood ſhall quir me. 


243 


THE ARGUMENT, 
GOD ſpeaks to Job the ſecond time 3 
Job yields his ſin, repents bis Crime: 


G OD checks bis friends, reſtores his hedlth, 
Gives bim new Iſſue, double Wealth, 


——_—— f 


RK 2 


SECT, XIX, 


OSN more the mouth of Heaven rapt forth a voice, , | 
| The troubled Firmament was fill'd with noiſe, f 
The Rafters of rhe darkned Skie did ſhake, 
For the Erernal thundred thus, and ſpake : 
Colle thy ſcattered ſenſes, and adviſe, 
Rouze up (fond man) and anſwer my replies. 
Wilt thou make Comments on my Text, a 
I be unrighteous, to conclude thee juſt? 
Shall my Decrees be licenſed by thee ? 
What; canſt thou thunder with a voice like Me? 


nd ruſt | 


ut 
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Put on thy,Robes of Majeſty ; Be clad 
With as-lwipht Glory ( 7ob) as can be had ; 
Make fierce thy frowns, and with an angry face 
Confound the Proud, and his high thoughts abaſe, 
Pound him to Duſt: Do this, and I will yield, 

Thou art a God, and need'ſt no other ſhield. 
Behold the Caſtle-bearing Elephant, 

That wants no bulk, nor doth his greatneſs want 

An equal ſtrength ; Behotd his maſſie Bones, 

' Like bars of iron , like congealed ſtones, 

His knotty ſinews are ; Him have I ade, 

And given him natural weapons for his aid ? 

The Mountains bear his food, the ſhady Boughs 
His Covers are, great Rivers are his Troughs, 

Whoſe deep Carouſes would to ſtanders by 
Seem ata watring to draw Jordan dry 3 
What skilful Huntſmen can with ſtrength out-dare him ? 
Or with what Engines can a man enſnare him ? 

Haſt thou beheld the huge Leviathan, 

That ſwarthy Tyrant of the Ocean? Can 

Thy bearded hook impierce his Gills, or make him 

Thy landed Pris'ner? Can thy angles take him ? 

Will he make uit for favour from thy hands, 

Or be enthralled to thy fierce Commands ? 

Will he be handled as a Bird ? or may 
Thy fingers bind him for thy Childrens play ? 

Ler men be wiſe, for in his looks he hath 
Diſplayed Banners of untimely death. 

If Creatures be ſo dreadful, how 1s he 

More bold than wiſe, that dares encounter Me.? 

What hand of Man can hinder my defign ? 

Are not the Heavens, and all beneath them, mine? 

Diſſe& the greatneſs of ſo vaſt a Creature, - 

By view of ſeveral parts ſumme up his feature :. 

Like ſhields his Scales are plac'd, which neither art 

Knows how to ſunder, nor yet force can part. - 
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His belching rucks forth flames, his moving Eye 
Shines like the glory of the morning skie 3 
His craggy Sinewsare like wreaths of Braſs, 4 
And from his mouth quick flames of fire paſs | 
As from an Oven, the temper of his heart ; 
Is like a Nether-Milſtone, which no Dart 
Can pierce, ſecured from the threatning Spear 3 
Afraid of none, he ſtrikes the world with fear : 
The Bow-mans brawny arm ſends ſhafts in vain, 
They fall Jjke ſtubble, or bound back again: 
Stones are his pillow, and the Mud his Down, 
In Earth none greater 15, nor equal none, | 
Compar'd with him, all things he doth deride, $M) 
And well may challenge to be King of Pride. - 
So ſaid, th'amazed Fob bent down his eyes [2:16 
Upon the ground, and (fadly) thus replies : 
I know (Great God) there's nothing hard to Thee, Fel 
Thy th6ughts are pure, and too too deep for me: 88 
Tama fool, and my diſtempered wits 4 
Longer ont-ſtraid my Tongue, than well befits : F--+ £5 
My knowledge ſlumbred, while my lips did char, (25-20 
And like a Fool, I ſpake I knew not what, 4 Th 
Lord, teach me wiſdom, leſt my proud defire, OR. 
Singe her bold feathers in thy Sacred fire. a 13 
Mine ear hath oft been roundedwith thy Story ; £ 
But now theſe very eyes have ſeen thy glory. \f 
My ſinful word I not (alone) lament, | "vi 
But in the horrour of my ſoul repent, | 
Repent with Tears in Sackcloth, mourn in Duſt ; 
Tam a ſinful man, and thoy art juſt. F 
Thou Eliphaz, that mak'ſt my ſacred Word ' 
An Engine of deſpair, (faid then the Lord) L 
Behold full Vials of my wrath attends 
On thee, and on thy two too partial friends; 
or you have judg'd amis, and have abus'd 
My word.to work your wy falſly accus'd 
ETFS 3 


246 JOB MILIT ANT. 


My righteous Servant : Of you all there's none 

Hath ſpoke u ightly, as my Fob hath done. 

Haſte then (be ore my kindling fire begin 
 Toflame) and each man offer for his ſin 

A Sacrifice, by Fob my ſervants hand, 

And for his ſake your Offering ſhall withſtand 

The wages of your fins, for what can I 

If 7ob, my ſervant, make requeſt, deny ? 

So ſtraight they went, and” (after ſpeedy pardon 
Defir'd and had) the righteous Fob (for guerdon 
Of his ſo tedious grief) obtain'd the health 
Of a ſound body, and encreafe of wealth ; 

Sa that the ſecond Harveſt of his ſtore 
Was double that which he enjoy'd before. 
E'r this was blazed in the worlds wide ears, 
(The frozen Breaſts of his Familtars, 
And cold Allies, being now diffolv'd in grjef) 
His backward friends came to him with relief, 
To feed his wants, and with fad ſhowring eyes, 
To moan his (yet ſuppoſed) miſeries; | 
Some brought him Sheep to bleſs his empty Fold, 
Some precious Ear-Rings, others Rings of Gold: 
God bleſs'd his Loins, from whence there ſprang again 
The number of his Children that were ſlain z * 
Nor was there any 1n the Land fo rare 
In vertue, as his Daughters, or (o fair. 

- Long after this he liv'd in peace to ſee 
His Childrens Children to the fourth Degree, 
Till at the length, cut ſhort by Him thar ftays 
For none, he dy'd in peace, and full of Days. 


Meditat. X1X. 


Vil's the defe& of good, and as a ſhade, 
# That's but the ruines of thelight decay'd 3 


_; 
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It hath no Being, nor is underſtood, 
' But by the oppoſition of Good 
What then is man ? whoſe pureſt thoughts are preſt 
For Satans Wars, which from the tender breſt, 
With Infant-filence have conſented to 
Such ſinful deeds, as (Babes) they could not do? 
What then is man, bur Nothing, being Evil, 
His Lunatick affe&ions do unlevel 
What Heaven created by juſt weight and meaſure ; 
In pleaſures ſink he takes a ſwine-like pleaſure 3 
His ſpan of life, and beauty's like a Flower, 
Fair flouriſhing, and fading in an hour, 
He breaks into the world with tears, and then 
Departs with grief, not knowing how, nor when. 
His life's a bubble, full of ſeeming bliſs, 
The moreit lengthens, the more ſhort it is ; 
Begot in darkneſs, he's brought forth, and cries 
For ſuccour, paſſes o'r the Stage and dies, 
Yet, hkea Mole, the Earth he undermines, 
Making the world the forge of his deſigns: 
He plots, complots, foreſees, prevents, direds, 
He hopes, he fears, he doubts, purſues, effe&s:; 
Each hath his plot, each one his courſe dothbend, 
Each hath his proje&, and each one his end. 
Thus reſtleſs man doth ſtill his Soul moleſt 
To find out (that which hath no Being) Reſt; 
Thus travels ſinful man in endleſs toil, 
Taking a pleaſure in his own turmoil. 
Fond man, firſt ſeck to purchaſe that Divine 
And Sacred prize, and all theworld is thine: 
Great Solomon made ſuit for wiſdom, 4hd he found 
Nor (barely) Wiſdom, but that wiſdom crawn'd 
With Diadem of wealth, and fair encreaſe 
Of Princely Honour, with long days of Peace, 

(With ſafe reſpeR, and awful reverence 
To Myſtries) Meditation _ commence 

4 
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An earneſt doubt: Was 7ob's deſpoiled Flock 
Reſtored double? Was his former Stock 
Renew'd with double vantage ?: did Heaven add 
To all his Fortunes double what he had ? 
Yet thoſe ſweet Emblems of his deareſt love, 
(His Sm) whom death untimely did remove 
From off the face of the unthankful Earth, 
Why hkewiſe ſprang not they in double birth ? 
Bruit Beaſts that perth once, are loſt for ever, 
Their ſubſtance, and their All conſumes together 3 
Once having given a farewel to the light, 
They dye, and with them 15 perpetual night : 
But man (unorgan'd by the hand of Death)*gy 
Dies nor, 15 but tranſplanted from beneath, 3 
Into a fairer ſoil, or as a ſtranger 
Brought home ſecure , from the worlds pre danger : 
Fob's flocks were loſt, and therefore double given, 
His Ifſue's equal ſhar'd *twixt Earth and Heaven, 
One half in Heav'n are glorious in their doom 
Engag'd as Pledges till the other come. 
Great God ! my time's but ſhort, and long my way. 
My heart hath loſt her Path, and gone aſtray, 
My ſpirit's faint and frail, my ſoul's imboſt, 
If thou help nor, I am for ever loſt ; 
Though Duſt and Aſhes, yer I amthy Creature, 
Howe'r my fins are great, thy mercy's greater : 
Of nothing didſt thou make me, and my fin 
Hath turn'd me back to nothing once again : 
Create me a new heart, (Great God) inſpire 
My cold aſſe&ions withthy ſacred fire: 
* Inſtru& my will, and reQtifie my ways, 
Oreach me (Lord) to number out my days. 
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The digeſtion of the whole 
Hiſtory. 


I. In Proſperity. 


ſtore, 
Hou, whoſe lank fortunes Heav'n hath wen with 
Make not thy ſelf, by over-wiſhing, poor : | 
Husband that good, which elſe abuſe makes bad, 
Abſtraſting where thy baſe defire would add : 
Lines flowing from a Sophoclean Quill 
Deſerve no Plaudit, being atted 111. 


II. In Adverſity. 


Hath Heav'n withdrawn the Talent he hath given thee? 
Hath envious Death of all thy Sons bereaven thee ? 
Have foul Diſeaſes foil'd thee onthe floor? 
He earns no ſweet, that never taſted ſour : 

Thou art a Scholar : If thy Tutor do 

Poſe thee too hard, he will inſtru& thee 00. 


III. In Temptation. 


Art thou oppos'd to thy unequal Foe ? 
March bravely on, thy General bids thee, Go ; 
Thou art Heavens Champion to maintain his right ; 
Who calls thee forth, will give thee ſtrength to fight, 
God ſeeks by Conqueſt thy renown; for He 
Will win enough, Fight thou, or Faint, or Flee. 


IV. In Slander. 


If Winter fortunesnip thy Summer friends, 

And tip their tongues with Cenſure that offends - 

Thy tender Fame, deſpair not, but be wiſe, _ 

know, Heayen ſeleeth, whom the world denies yn he 
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Thou haſt a milk-white Thzsbe that's with thee, 
Will take thy part when all the world's againſt thee, 


V. In re-aduancement. 


Art thou advanc'd to thy ſupreme defire? 

Be ſtill the ſame 3 Fear lower, aim no higher : 

Mans Play hath many Scenes, bur in the laſt, 

Heaven knits up all; to ſivecten all thar's paſt : 
Afflition 1s a Rod, to ſcourge us home, 

Ana painfulcarneſt of a Heayento come. 


The End. 


And Samſon ſard with Jaw And Sam/n tock the door; 
of an ; A flo a Thouſand} of the Gate of the City and t, 
men. udges.15 po 7 of two poſts. -Judg.16. y 
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two middle Pillars etc. and 
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TotheRravpex: 


HE tyranny of my Aﬀaits was never 

yet ſo imperious, but 1 could ſteal ſome 

hours to my private Meditations, the 

fruits of which ſtolen time I here preſent 

thee with, in the Hiſtory of Sampſon + Wherens 
if thy extream ſeverity check, at any thing which 
thou conceiveſt may not ſtand with the Majeſty of 
this ſacred Subjett ;, know, that my intention vas 
net to offend my Brother : The wiſeſt of Kings inſpi- 
red by the King of Wiſdom, thought it no detraftion 
from the gravity of his Holy Proverbs, to deſcribe a 
Harlot like a Harlot ;, Her 'whoriſh Attire ; her im- 
modeſt Geſture ; her bold Countenance , her flatter- 
ing Tongue ;' her laſcivious Embraces;, her unchaft 


Kiſſes'y her impudent Invitations : If my- deferipes- £2] 3 


 0ns in the like kind, offend ;, I make no queſtion but: 
the validity of my Warrapt will give a reaſonable. 
ſatisfaftion : He that lifts-not his feet high enough, 
may. eaſily ſtumble : But on the contrary, if any be, 
whoſe worſe than ſacrtlegious minds ſhall prophane 
our harmleſs intentions with wanton conceits,toſuch 
Theartily wiſh, « Procul ite ;' Let none ſach look. 
farther than this Epiftle, at their own perils : If ** 
: they do, let them put off their ſhoos,for this is Ho- - 
 lyground - Foul hands will muddle the clearef = 
CSE $A | Waters, 
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Bates dud baſe minds will corrupt the pire$t Toxi: 
If any offence be taken, tt s by way of- fealth; 
for there #s nont willingly fiven. I write to Bees, 
and not to Spiders, they wil' ſuck, pleaſing hony 
from ſuch flowers : theſe may burit with their aqy 
pollen; 3 but yout, whoſe well ſeaſon'd beatts art 


vhs af wa with cither of theſe extremitin, 
rind heve the better reliſh of a Sacred undetſtark 


#ag3. draw near and read., 
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+ I of th? illuStrions oat renowned Story 
Ke mighty Sampſon ; The eternal glory 
bis Htroich, Alts, his Life, bis Death : 

chen my 21uſe with thy Diviner breath, 


Greet Godof Muſe, that my proſy'rous Rhime 


: Mayleve and laft to everlaiting times, 
reed unborn may-in this ſacred Story, 
- llelire thy Goodneſs, and advance thy Glory. 


| $$$96$6$0506068 
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HISTORY 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


'A el Angel doth ſalute 

The Wiſe of Manoah, and enlarge .. 

Hey barren womb with omis'd fruit | 
of both their loins. e Angel. $ chatgte: . 3 1 


| MF. Xx 


—_— - 


SECT. I- 
thin the Tents of Zoar: entvs mans 
| Of Facob's ſeed, and of the Tribe of Dies; 
Known by the name of Manozh, to: whom 
Heaven had deny'd the treaſure of the womb ; 
His wife was barren ; and her prayers could nor 
Remove thar great or cleanſe thar blor 
Which on her fruitleſs name appear'd ſo foul, 
Not to encreaſe the Tribe of Dan: one fonl : 
DEI 
Ma ng with tears an 3. hopes an 
No doubt Fad often torrur'd her defire gh 
Upon a Rack compos'd of froſt and fire : 
But Heayen was pleas'd to turn his deafned ears | 
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She often pray'd, bur pray'rs could not obtain: 
Alas, ſhe pray'd, ſhe wept, ſhe figh'd in vain: 
$he pray'd, no doubt, bur pray'rs could find no room: 
They prov'd, alas, as barren as her womb. 
Upon a time (when her unanſwer'd pray'r 

Had now given juſt occaſion of deſpair, 
Even when her bed-rid faith was grown o frail, 
That very hope grew heartleſs to prevail) 
Appear'd an Angel to her ; In his face 
Terrour and ſweetneſs Jabour'd for the place : 

Sometimes his Son-bright eyes would ſhine ſo fierce, 

As if their pointed Beams would even pierce 

Her ſoul, and ſtrike th amaz'd Bcholder dead : 
"Sometimes their glory would diſperſe, and ſpread 

More eafie flames ;- and, like the Star that ſtood 

O'r Bethlem, promiſe and portend ſome goad : 

Mixt was his bright aſpe& ; as if his breath 

Had equal errands both of life and death : 

Glory and Mildneſs ſeemed to contend 

In his fair eyes, ſo long, till in the end, 

In glorious mildneſs, and in milder glory, 

He thus ſalutes her with this pleafing Story : 

Woman, Heaven greets thee well: Riſe up and. ſear nd, 

Forbear thy faithleſs tremblings : I appear not 

Clad in the Veftments of conſuming fire 3 _ + 

Cheer up, I have no warrant to enquire | 

Into thy fins; 1hbave no vials bere, 

Nor dreadful Thunderbolts to make thee ſear. 

Thave ni*Plagues t inflift : nor us my breath 

Charg'd with defiruttion; or my hand with death. 
. No, no; cheer xp, 1 come not to deſtroy 3 

I come to bring thee tidings of great joy, 

Rong up thy dull belief ;, for 1 appear 

To exirciſe thy Faith, and not thy fear 3 

The Guide, and great Creater of all things, 

Chief Lord of Lords, and Supreme King of Kings 


Ty 
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To whom an Hoft of men are but a ſwarm 

Of murm'ring gnats; whoſe high prevailing arm 
Can cruſh ten thouſand Worlds, and at one bldw 
Can ſtrike the Earth to nothing, and o'rethrow 
The Lofts of Heaven 3 be that hath the Keys 

Of Wombs to ſhut, and ope them when he pleaſe ; 
He that can all things, that he will, this day 

Is pleas'd to take thy long reproach away : 

Behold thy womb's inlarg'd, and thy deſires 

Shall find ſucceſs : Before long time expires, 

Thou ſhalt concezve : E're twice five months be 1un, 
Be thou the joyful Mother of a Son ; 

But ſee, thy wary palate do forbear 

The juyce of the bewitching grape; Beware, 

Left thy defrres tempt thy Lips to Wine, 

which muſt be faithful ftrangers to the Vine. 
Strong drink thou muſt not tabe, and all ſuch meat 
The Law proclaims. unclean, refrain to eat : 

And when the fruit of thy reſtored womb 

Shall ſee the light, take heed no Razor come 

Upon his ſruttful head; for from his birth, 

Soon as the womb entruſts him on the Earth, 

fre child ſhall be a Naxarite to God 3 

By whoſe appointment be ſhall prove a Rod, 

To ſcourge the proud Philiſtins, and recal | 
Poor ſuff ring Iſrael from their ſlaviſh thral. 


* 
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Meditate I» 


O W impudent 1s Nature to account | 
Hf Thoſe a&s her own that do ſo far ſurmount . 
Her eafie reach ! How purblind are thoſe eyes 
Of ſtupid mortals, that have power to riſe 
No higher, than her Laws, who jakes upon her 
The work, and robs che” Author of his honour! FR 
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Seeft thouthe fruitful Womb ? how every year 
It moves the Cradle 3; to thy ſlender chear 
Invites another gueſt, and makes thee Father 
To a new ſon, who now, perchance, had'ſt rather 
Bring up the old, efteeming propagation 
A thankleſs work of ſupererogation. 
Perchance the formal Midwife ſeems to thee 
Leſs welcom now, than ſhe was wont to be: 
Thou ſtand'ſt amaz'd to hear ſuch needful joy, 
And cart as little for it, as the boy 
Thar's newly born into the world ; nay worſe, 
Perchance thou grambleſt, counting it a curſe 
Unto thy faint eſtate, which 1s nor able 
T' increaſe the bounty of thy ſlender Table; 
Poor miſerable man what e'r thou be, 
I ſuffer for thy crooked thoughts, not thee : 
Thourak'ſt thy children tobe gifts of nature 3 
Their wit, their flouring beauty, comely Nature, 
Their perfe& health, rheir dainty diſpoſition, 
Their virtues, and their eaſie acquiſtion | 
Of curious Arts, their ſtrengths atrain'd perfeQtion, 
You attribute to thar benign complexion, 
Wherewith your Goddeſs Nature hath indow'd 
Their well diſpoſed Organs 3 and are proud 3 
And hear your Goddeſs leaves you todeplore, 
That ſuch admir'd perfe&ions ſhould be poor : 
Advance thine eyes, no leis than wilful blind, | 
And with thine eyes advance thy drooping mind: 
Corre& thy thoughts ; let not thy wond'ring eye 
Adorethe Servant, when the Maſter's by : 
Look on the God of Nature : From him come 
Theſe underprized bleffings of the womb : 
He makes thee rich in children 3 when his ſtore 
Crowns thee with wealth, why mak'ſt thon thy ſelf poor ? 
- He opes the womb; why then ſhould'ſt thou repine ? 
- They are his children, mortal, and not thine : os 


r? 
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We are but Keepers ; and the more he lends 
To our tuition, he the more commends 

Our fairhful cruſt; it 1s nor every one 
Deſerves that honour, to command his ſon. 
She counts 1t as a Fortune, that's allow'd 

To nurſe a Prince : (what nurſe would nothe proud 
Of ſuch a Fortune?) And ſhall we repine, 

Great God, to fofter any babe of thine! 

But *ris the charge wefear ; our ſtock's but ſmall ; | 
If Heaven, with children, ſend us wherewithal d 
To ſtop their craving ſtomachs, then we care not. 


Great God ! 

How haſt thou crackr thy credit, that we dare not "ls + 

Truſt thee for bread? How is't we dare not venture FTh, 
To keep thy babes, unleſs thou pleaſe to enter "IB | 


In bond for payment ? Art thou grown ſo poor, 
To leave thy famiſh'd Infants at our door ; 
And not allow them food ? Canſt thou ſupply —_ 
Thy empty Ravens, and let thy children dye ? Fi $0 
Send me that ſtint rhy wifdom ſhall think fit, : ep}! 
Thy pleaſure is my will ; and I ſubmit: BE. 
Make me deſerve that honour thou haſt lent | 
To my frail truſt, and I will reſt content. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The wife of Manoah attended _ 
with fearful hope, and hopeful fear, + 
The joyſul tydings recommended 
To her amaxed husband's ear, 


SECT. IL 


Hus, when the great Embaſſador of Heaven 
Had done that ſacred ſervice which was give3, | 
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And rruſted to his faithful charge, he ſpread 
His air-dividing pinions, and fled : 

Burt now, th' affrighted woman apprehends 
The ſtrangeneſs of the meſſage ; recommends 
Both ir, and him that did it, 10 her fears; 
The news was welcome to her grateful ears, 
But what the news-man was, d1d fo encreaſe 


_ Her doubts, that her ſtrange hopes could find no peace; 
For when her hopes would build a Tower of joy, 


O, then her fears would ſhake it, and deſtroy 
The main foundation ; what her hopes in vain 
Did raiſe, her fears would ruinate again : 

One while ſhe thought,it was an Angel ſent; 
And then her fears would teach her to repent 


That frightfut thought z bur when ſhe deeply weigh'd 


The joyful meſſage, then her thoughts obey'd 
Her firſt conceit : Diſtracted with confuſion, 
Sometimes ſhe fear'd it was a falſe deluſion, 
Suggeſted in her too believing ears 3 
Sometimes ſhe doubrs it was a dream that bears 
No weight, but jn a ſſumber, till ar laſt, 

Her feer, adviſed by her thoughts, made haſte 
Unto her husband ; in whoſe ear ſhe brake 
This mind-perplexing ſecret, thus, and ſpake : 


MW, 

As my diſcurſive thougbts did lately muſe 
On thoſe great bleſſings, wherewith Heaven dotl; uſe 
To crown by children here : among the ref, 
Methoughts no one could make a wiſe more bleft, 
And crown her youth, her age with greater meaſure 
Of true content, than the unprized treaſure 
Of ber chaſte womb : but as my thoughts were bent 

" Upon this ſubjebt, being in our Tent, 

And none but I, appear'd before mzne eyes 
A man of God, his habit, and bis guiſe 
was ſuch as holy Prophets uſe to wear, 
Fut in his dreadful looks there did appear - 
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Something that made me tremble; #n his eye 
Mildneſs was mixt with awful Majeſty : 
Strange was bu language, and I could not chuſe 
But fear the man, although 1 1ib'd his news: 
Woman (faid he) Chear up, and do not fear : 
T haveno Vyals, nor no judgments here : 
My hand hath no Commiſſion, to enquire 
Into thy fins : nor am I clad in fire : 
I come to bring thee rydings of ſuch things, 
As have their warrant trom the King of Kings ; in 
Thou ſhalt conceive, and when thy rime is come , I; 
Thou ſhalt enjoy the bleſſings of thy womb : 2 
Before the ſpace of twice five months be run, 4 
Thou ſhalt become the Parent of a ſon; 4 
Till then, take heed, thou neither drink nor eat , 
Wines, or ſtrong drink, or Law-forbidden meat, 
For when this promis'd Child ſhall fee the light, 
Thou ſhalr He morher to a Nazarite. | 
While this be ſþake, I trembled : Horrid fear . is 
Uſurpt my quivering heart 5 only mine ear 
Was pleas'd to be the Veſſel of ſuch news, F 
Which Heaven mabe good, and give me ſtrength to uſe .H 
My better faith's The holy Prophets name 1 
I was afraid t' enquire, or whence he cames 
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" Meditat. 11. 


N D &doſt thounot admire ? Can fach things 
Obrain leſs priviledge, than a tale, that brings 
The audience words, entermixt with pleaſure ? 
I'r a ſmall thing, that Angels can find letfure 
To leave their bleſſed ſeats, where face to face 
They ſee their God, and quit that heavenly place 3 
The leaſt coriception of whoſe joy, and mirth, 


, Tranſcends thf unixed Rm of the Earth ? FAY! 
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Muſt Angels leave-their Thrones of glory thus, 
To watch our footſteps, and attend on us ? 

How good a'God have we! whoſe eyes can wink, 
For fear they ſhould diſcover the baſe ſink 

Of our loath'd fins ; how doth he ſtop his ear, 
Leſt when they call for Juſtice, he ſhould hear ? 
How often, ah, how often doth he ſend 

His willing Angels, . hourly to attend 

Our ſteps ; and with his bounty, to ſupply 

Our helpleſs wants, at our-falſe-hearted cry ? 

The bounteous Ocean with a liberal hand, 
Tranſports her laden treaſure to the land 
Enriches every Port, and-makes each Town 
Proud with that wealth, which now ſhe calls her own; 
And what return they for ſo great a gain, 

Bur ſinks and noiſon gutters, back again ? 

Even ſo (great God) thou ſend'ſt thy bleflings in, 
And we return thee Dunghils of our fin - 

How are thy Angels hackney'd up and down 

To viſit man ? How poorly do we crown 

Their bleſſed lahours? They with joy,dfmount 
Laden with blefſings, but return th' acCount _ 
Of filth and traſh ; they bring th' upvalued prize 
Of grace and proms'd glory, while qur eyes 
Diſdain theſe heavenly Factors, and refuſe 

Their profer'd wares ; affedting more,tochuſe 

A grain of pleaſure, than a gem of glory 3 

We find yo treaſure, but in tranſitory - 

And exgh-bred toyes, while things immortal ſtand 
Like garments to be'ſold at ſecond hand : 

Great God, thou know'ſt we are bur tleſh and blood 3 
Alas ! we can interpret nothing god, 

But whar is evil, deceitful are our joys, 

We are-but children, and we whine for toys ; 
Of things unknown:there can be no deſire 3 
Quicken our hearts with the Cotleſiual fire - 
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Of rhy diſcerning Spirit, and we ſhall know 

Both whart is good, and good defire too. 
Vouchſafe to ler thy bleſſed Angel come, 

And bring the tydings, that the barren womb 

Of our affeRions is 1nlarg'd ; O! when 

That welcom news ſhall be revealed, then 

Our ſouls ſhall ſoon conceive, and bring thee forth 

The firſtlings of a new, and holy birth. 


C—— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Manoah's wonder turns to zeal 3 
His zeal, to pray'r : his pray'rs obtain : 

The Angel that did late reveal 

The joyful news, returns again. 


SECT. 11L 


Ow when th' amazed woman had commended 
Her tongue to filence, and her tale was ended, 
Perplexed Manoah, raviſh'd at the news, 
Within himſelf he thus began to muſe : 
Strange #s the meſſage and as ſtrangely done! 
Shall Manoah's lozns be fruitful ? —_ a ſon 
Bleſs ha laft days ? Or ſhall an iſſue come 
From the chill Cloſet of a barren womb ? 
Shall Manoah's wy give ſuck ? and now, at laſt, | 
Find pleaſure, when her prime of youth 1s paſt ? 
Shall ber cold womb be now, in age reſtor'd ? 
And was't a Man of God, that brought the word ? 
Or was't ſome falſe deluſgon, that poſſest 
The weakneſs of a lonely womans breaft ? 
Or was't an Angel, ſent from Heaven, to ſhow 
What Heaven hath wilt, as we! as pow'r, to dts 
.5-'S 4 
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- Till then thou muft refrain to drink, or eat 

wines and ſlrong drink, and Law-ſorbidden meat : 

Evil Angels rather would inſlruft to Ryot, | 

They uſe not to preſcribe ſo ſir: a Dyet, 

No, no, I make no ſurther queſtion of it, 

*Twas ſome good Angel, or ſome holy Prophet. 

Thus, having musd a while, he bow'd his face 

Upon the ground; and (proſtrate in the place, 

Where firft he heard the welcom tydings) pray'd 

(His wonder now transform'd to teal) and ſaid : 
Great God, thou haft ingag'd thy ſelf by Vow, 

when &r thy little Iſrael begs, to bow 

Thy gracious ear, O hearken to the leaft 

Of Iſrael's ſons, and grant me my requeft : 

By thee I live and breathe : Thoudidſt become 

My gracious God, both in, and from the womb ; 

Thy precious favours I have ſtill poſſeft, 

And have depended on thee from the breaft : 

My ſimple infancy hath been protetted 

By thee, my childhood taught, my youth correfted, 

And ſweetly chaſined with thy gentle Rod; 

I was no ſooner, but thou wert my God < 

All times declare thee good ;, this very hour 

Can teſtifie the greatneſs of thy power. 

And promptneſs of thy mercy which ha# ſent 

This bleſſed Angel to us, to augment 

The Catalogue of thy ſauours, and reſtore 

Thy ſeruants womb, whoſe hopes had even given 0're 

T* expett an 3ſſue : What thou haft begun, 

Proſper, and perfeft, till the work he done © 

Let not my Lord be angry, if 1 crave 

A Boon, too great for me to beg, or have : 

Let that bleft Angel, that thou ſent'ſt of late 

Re-bleſs us with his preſence, and relate 

Thy will at large, and what muft then be done, 

hey time ſhall bring to light this promis'd ſon. 
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Abour that time, when the declining lamp 
Trebles each ſhadow : when the evening damp 

Begins to moiſten, and refreſh the land, 

The wife of Manoah (under whoſe command 
The weaned lambs did feed) being lowly ſeated 3s, 
Upon a ſhrub (where often ſhe repeated jt” 
Thar pleaſing news, the ſubjed of her thought) * 
Appear'd the Angel :- he, that lately brought 

Thoſe bleſſed rydings to her : Up ſhe role 3 

Her ſecond fear had warrant to diſpoſe 

Her nimble footſteps to unwonted haſte ; 

She runs with ſpeed (ſhe cannot run too faſt) 

Ar length ſhe finds her husband ; in her eyes 

Were joy and fear ; whilſt her loſt breath denies 
Her ſpeech to him, her gembling hands make ſigns; 
She puffs and pants ; her breathleſs tongue disjoins 
Her broken words: Behold, bebold (ſaid ſhe) 

The mas of God (if man of God he be) 
Appear'd again: Theſe very eyes bebeld 
The man of God : 1 left him in our field. 


wn, = 


Meditat. 11 I. eB 
Eay*n is God's Magazin ; wherein he hath 

Stor'd up his Vyals both of love, and wrath. 

Juſtice and Mercy wait upon his Throne 3 

Favours and Thunderbolts attend upon 

His ſacred will and pleaſure 3 life and Death 14 

Do both receive their influence from his breath 3 2 

Judgments atrend his left ; ar his right hand | A 

Bleſſings and everlaſting pleaſure ſtand : Fob 

Heav'n 1s the Magazin ; wherein he puts » v5F 
' Poth good andevil; Pray'r is the Key, that ſhuts 
And opens this great treaſure 3 *tis a Key, 


Wh Faith harit . 
Whoſe wards, are Faith, and Hope, and Charity SE 
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Would'ſt thou prevent a judgment due to fin ? 
Turn bur the Key, and thou may'ſt lock it in : 
Or would'ft thou have a bleſſing fall upon thee? 
Open the door and it will ſhowr on thee. 
Can Heav'n be falſe? or can th* Almighty's tongue, 
That 1s all very truth, do truth that wrong, 

; Not to perform a vow ? His lips have ſworn, 

* Sworn by himſelf, that if a ſinner turn 
To him by pray'r, his pray'r ſhall not be loſt 
For want of ear, nor his defire, croſt. 
How is it then we often aſk, and have not? 
We aſk, and often miſs, becauſe we crave not 
The things we ſhould : His wiſdom can foreſee 
Thoſe bleſlings better, that we want, than WE. 
Haſt thou not heard a peeviſh Infant baul, 
To gain poſſeſſion of a Knife.? And ſhall 
The indulgent Nurſe be counted wiſely kind, 
If ſhe be mov'd to pleaſe his childiſh mind ? 
Ts it nor greater wiſdom to deny —__ 
The ſharp-edg'd Knife, and to preſent his eye 
With a fine harmleſs Puppit ? we require 
Things, oft, unfit; and our too fond defire 
Faſtens on goods, that are bur glorious ills ; = 
Whil'ſtHeav'ns high wiſdom contradiQs our wills, 
With more advantage, for we oft receive 
Things that are far more fit, for us, to have ; 
Experience tells, we ſeck, and cannot find : | 
We ſeek, and often want, becauſe we bind 
The giver to our times. He-knows we want 
Patience ; and therefore he ſuſpends his grant, 
T* encreaſe our faith, 'that ſo we may depend 
Upon his hand 3 he loves to hear us ſpend 
Our childiſh mouths: Things eaſily obrain'd | 
Are lowly priz'd ; but what our prayers have gain'd 
By tears and groans, that cannot be expreſt, 
Are far more dear, and fivecter, than poſleſt, a 
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Great God ! whoſe power hath ſo oft prevail'd 
Againſt the ſtrengch of Princes, and haſt quail'd 

Their prouder ſtomach 3; with thy breath diſcrown'd 
Their heads, and thrown their Scepters to the ground, 
Striking their ſwelling hearts with cold deſpair, 

How art thou conquer'd and o'recome by pray'r ! 


Infuſe that Spirit, great God, into my hearr, FF 


And [ will have a bleſſing e'r we parc, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Manoah deſires to know the faſhion 
And breeding of his promss'd Son 

To whos the Angel makes relation 
Of all things needful to be done. 


SEED | IF, 

WE thather Husband roſe, and being guided; 

By his perplexed wife,they both divided 
Their heedleſs paces till they had atrain'd 
The field, wherein the Man of God remain'd : 
And, drawing nearer to his preſence, ſtay'd 
. His weary ſteps, and with obeyſance ſaid : 
Art thou the man, whoſe bleſſed lips foretold 
Thoſe joyful tydings ? Shall my tongue be bold, 
Without the breach of manners, to reques 
This boon ? Art thou that Prophet that poſſe 
This barren woman, with a hope, that fhe 
Shall bear a jon ? He anſwered, 7 am he : 
Said Manoah then, Let not a word of thine 
Be loft ;, let them continue to divine 
Our future happineſs,let them be crown'd 
with truth, and tho with honour, to be found 
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A holy Prophet ; let performance bleſs 
And ſpeed thy ſpeeches with a fair ſucceſs : 
But tell me Sir, when this great work is done, 
And time ſhall bring to light this promis'd ſou, 
that ſacred Ceremonies ſhall we uſe ? 
what Rites ? what way of breeding ſhall we chuſe 
T* obſerve ? what holy courſe of life 44 he 
Be trained in? what ſhall his office be ? 
Whereat th attentive Angel did divide 
The portal of his lips, and thus reply'd: 
The Child, that from thy fruitful leins ſhall come, 
Shall be a holy Nazarite from the womb ; 
Take heed, that womb, that ſhall incloſe this child, 
In no caſe be polluted or defed 
with Law-ſorbidden meats : Let hey forbear 
To taſte thoſe things that are forbidden there, 
The bunch-vackt Camel ſhall be no repa#t 
For her ; her palate ſhall forbear to taſte 
The burrow-bunting Coney ; and decline 
The Swifſt-ſeot Hare, and Mire-delighting Swine 3 
The flriping Goſhawk;, and the towring Eagle 3 
: The particolour'd Pye muft not inveagle 
Her lips to move; the brood-devouring Kzte 5 
The croaking Raven ; th Owl that bates the light 3 
The ſteel-digefting bird ; the laxy Snail 3 
The Cuckow, ever telling of one tale; 
The fiſh-conſuming Oſprey, and the Want 
That undermines the greedy Cormorant 3 
Th' zndulgent Pelican, the prediftious Crow 3 
The chatring Stork, and ravenous Vultur too 5 
The thorn-backt Hedghoe, and the prating Fay, 
The Lapwing flying flill the other way 3 
The of flying Falkon, and the Mouſe, 
That finds no pleaſure in @ poor man's houſe 3 
The ſuck-egg Weaſel, and the winding Swallow, 
From theſe ſhe ſhall abſt ain, and not unhallow 
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Her opned lips with their polluted fleſh; 

Strong drink ſhe muft ſorbear, and to refreſh 
Her lingring palate, with luſt-breeding Wine ; 
The Grapes or what proceedeth from the Vine 

She muſt not taſte, for ſear ſhe be defil'd; 

And ſo pollute her womb-encloſed child : 

When time ſhall make her Mother of a Son, 
Beware no keen edg*d Razor come upon 

His hallowed Crown : the hair upon his head 
Mult not be cut : his bounteons locks mu$t ſpread 
01 his broad ſhoulders : from his firſt drawn breath 
The child ſhall be a Nazarite, to his Death. 


269 


Meditat. 17. 


\} Hat ſhallow judgment, or what eafie brain 


Can chooſe bur laugh ar thoſe that ſtrive-in vain 


To build a Tower, whoſe ambitious Spire 


Should reach to Heaven ? what fool would not admire 


To ſee their greater folly, who would raiſe 

A Tower, to perpetuate the praiſe 

And laſting glory of their renowned Name ? 
What have they left, bur monuments of ſhame ? 
How poor and ſlender are the enterpriſes 

Of man, that only whiſpers and adviſes 

With heedleſs fleſh and blood, and never makes 
His God, of counſel, where he undertakes ! 

How is our God, and we of late faln our ! 
Werather chooſe to languiſh in our doubr, 
Than he reſolv'd by him : we rather uſe 

The help of hell-bred wizards that abuſe 

The ſtile of wiſe men, than to have recourſe 
To him that is the fountain and the fource 

Of all good counſels, and from whom procgeds 
A living Spring, to water all our needs : 


How 
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How willing are his Angels to deſcend 

From off their Throne of glory, and attend 

Upon our wants ! how ofc return they back 

Mourning to Heaven, as if they griev'd for lack 

Of our imployment! O how prone are they 

To be aſſiſtant to us, every way ! 

Have we juſt cauſe to joy ? they'l come and ſing 

About our beds: Does any judgment bring 

Juſt cauſe of grief? they'l fall a grieving too 3 

Do we triumph ? their joyful mouth will blow 

Their louder Trumpets; Or do fears affe& us? 

They'l guard our heads from danger, and prote& us : 

Are we in priſon, or 1n perſecution ? 

They'l 611 our hearrs with joy, and reſolution : 

Or do we languiſh in our fickly beds ? 

They'l come and pitch their tents about our heads ; 

See they a ſinner penitent, and mourn 

For his bewail'd offences; and return ? 

They clap their hands, and joyn their warbling voyces, 

They fing, and all the Quire of Heaven rejoyces, 
What 1s in us poor duſt and aſhes, Lord, 

That thou ſhould'ſt look upon us, and afford 

Thy precious favours to us, and impart 

Thy gracious Counſels ? what is our deſert, 

But death and horror? what can we more claim 

Than they, that now are ſcorching in that flame, 

That hath not moderation, reſt, nor end ? | 

How does thy mercy, above thought extend 

To them thou lov'ſt: Teach me (greatGod) to prize 

Thy ſacred Counſels, open my blind eyes, 

That I may ſee to walk the perfe& way 3 

For as I am, Lord, I am apt to ſtray 

And wander to the gulf of endleſs woe : 

Teach me what muſt be done, and help to do. 


THE 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Manoah deſires to underfland ; 
But us deny 'd the Angel's Name. 

He offers by the Angel's hand : 
The Angel vaniſhes in a flame. 


SECT. V. 


O ſaid, The fon of 1ſrae!, easly apr 
To credit, what his ſoul defir'd, and rapt 
With better hopes which ſerv'd him as a guide 
To his belief (o'rejoy'd) he thus reply'd ; 

Let not the Man of God, whoſe heavenly voyce 
Hath bleft mine ear, and made my ſoul rejoyce 
Beyond expreſſion, now reſuſe to come 
Within my Tent, and honour my poor home 
With bis deſired preſence 3 there to taſte 
Hs ſervants ſlender diet, and _ 

Upon bis Rural fare : Theſe hands ſhall wr. 

A tender Kid from out the flocks, and ma 
(Without long tarriance) ſome delightful meat 
Which may invite the Man of God to eats | 
Come, come (my Lord) and what defeti of food 
Shall be, thy ſervant's welcom ſhall make good 3 
Whereto the Angel (whoas yet had made 
Himſelf unknown) re-anſwer'd thus, and fa1d : 
Excuſe me; though thy boſpitable love 

Prevazl to make my ſtay, it cannot move 

My tbankful lips to taſte thy liberal chear, 

Let not thy bounty urge in vain; Forbear 

To ſtrive with, whom thy welcom cannot lead 
To eat thy Kid, or taſte thy profe'd bread ; 
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Convert thy bounty to a better end, 

And let thy undefiled hands commend 

A burnt oblation to the King of Kings 

"Tis he that deſerves thanks; his ſervant brings 

But that bare * 4 which his lips enjuin 5 

Ht be the glory of the Att, not mine. 

Said then the 1ſraelite; 1f my defer e 

Be not too over-raſh, but may conſpire 

with thy good pleaſure, let thy ſervants car 

Be honour'd with thy Name, that whenſoe'r 

Theſe bleſſed tidings (that poſſeſs my heart 

with firm belief) ſhall in due time impart 

Their full perſeftion, and difir d ſucceſs 

To my expefting eye, my ſoul may bleſs 

The tongue that brought the meſſage, und proclaim 

An equal bonour to his honour'd name. 

Towhom the Angel (whoſe ſeverer brow 

Sent fortha frown) made anſwer ; Do not thy 

Trouble thy buſse thoughts with things that are 

Above thy reach; enquire not too far 

My name #s cloath'd in miſts ; "tis not mytask 

To make it known to thee; nor thine, to as. 

With that the Damite took a tender Rid, 

And ſaid, my Lord, The Tribe of Dan's forbid 

To burn an offering z only Levites may, 

And boly Prophets 3 if thou pleaſe to lay 

The ſacrifice ox yonder ſacred ſtone, 

I'll fetch the fire, for fire there 3s none : 

Forbear thy needleſs pains (the Angel ſaid) 

Heaven will ſupply that want ; with that he laid 

The offering on 3 and, from the ſtone, rhere came 

A ſudden fire, whoſe high-aſcending flame 

Burnt and conſum'd th' acceptable Sacrifice ; 

Nor whilſt the amaz'd beholders wondring eyes 

Were taken Caprtives with ſo ſtrange a ſight, 

And whil'ſt the new-wrought miracle did affright Fe 
| ctr 
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Their trembling hearts, the Man of God (whoſe name 
Muſt not b* inquired) vanitht in the flame, 

And left them both unable to expound 

Each others fears 3 both groveling on the ground. 


Meditat. JV. 


Thankful heart hath earn'd one favour twice, 
Bur he thar is ungrateful, wants no vice : 
The beaſt, that only lives the life of Senſe, 
' Prone to his ſeveral ations, and propenſe 
To what he does, without th' advice of will, 

Guided by Nature, (that does nothing ill) 

In pratick Maxims, proves it a thing hateful , 

T accept a favour, and to live ungrateful ; 

But man, whoſe more diviner ſoul hath gain'd 

A higher ſtep to reaſon; nay, artain'd 

A higher ſtep than that, the light of grace, 

Comes ſhort of them, and in that point, more baſe 

Than they, moſt prompt and verſed in that rude, 

Unnatural, and high ſin, Ingratitnde : 

The ſtall-fed Oxe, that is grown far, will know 

His careful feeder, and acknowledge too : 

The prouder Stallion will at length eſpy 

His Maſters bounty, 1a his Keepers eye 3 

The Air-dividing Falkon will requite 

Her Faulkners pains with a well-pleafing flight : 

The generous Spaniel loves his Maſters eye ; 

And licks his fingers though no meat be by ; 

But Man, ungrateful Man, that's born and bred 

By Heav*ns Immediate pow'r ; maintain'd and fed 

By his-providing hand 3 obſerv'd, attended 

By his indulgent grace 3 preſerv'd, defended 

By his prevailing arm 3 this Man, I ſay, 

I more ungrateful, more —_— thanthey 3 
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By him we live and move, from himwe have 
What bleſſings he can give, or we can crave : 
Food for our hunger, Dainties for our pleaſure 3 
Trades, for our buſineſs 3 Paſtimes, for our leiſure ; 
In grief, he 1s our Joy; in want, our Wealth ; 
In bondage, Freedom ; and in fickneſs, Health 3 
In peace, our Council ; and in war, our Leader ; 
Ar Sea, our Pilot 3 and in Suits, our Pleader ; 
In pain, our Help; in triumph, our Renown ; 
In life, onr Comfort ; and in death, our Crown ; 
Yet man, O moſt ungrateful Man, can ever 
Enjo y the gift, bur never mind the Giver ; 

And like the Swine, though pamper'd with enough, 
His eyes are never higher, than the Trough : 
We ſtill receive 3 our hearts we ſeldom lifr 

Ta Heaven ; but drown the Giver in the Gift 3 
we taſte the Scollops, and return the Shells: 
Our ſweet Pomegranartes want their Silver Bells : 
We take the Gift : the hand that did preſent ir 
We oft reward 3 foxget the Friend that ſent it. 
A bleſſing given to thoſe, will not disburſe 
Some thanks, 15 little better thana curſe. 
Great Giver of all bleſſings , thou that arr 

The Lord of Gifts , give me a grateful heart 3 

O give me that, or keep thy favors from me! 

I wiſh no bleflings, with a Vengeance to me. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Afrighted Manoah and his wife, 

Both proſtrate on the naked Earth : 

Both riſe : The man deſpairs of life 3 

The woman chears him : Sampſon's birth. 


—c 


SECT, 
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; SECT 11. 


Vw Hen titme(whofe progreſs mod'ratesand out-wears 
© V Th extreameft paſſjons of the higheſtfears) 
By his benignant power, had re-inlarg'd 
Their captive ſenſes, and at length difchargd . 
Their frighted thoughts, the trembling cauple roſe 
From their unquiet, and diſturb'd repoſe : 
Have you beheld a Tempeff, how the waves, 
(Whoſe unreſiſted tyranny our-braves | 
And threats to grapple with the darkned Skies) . 
How like-to moving Mountains they ariſe 
From their diſtemp'red Ocean, and ailail | 
Heav'ns Battlements 3 nay, when the winds do fail 
To breathe another blaſt, with their own morion; 
They ſtill are (welling, and diſturb the Ocean : 
Even fo the Danite and his trembling wife, 
Their yet confuſed thoughts are till ar ſtrife 
In their perplexed breaſts, which entertain'd 
Continued fears too ſtrong to be refrain'd : 
Speechleſs they ſtood, ril Manoah that brake 
The filence firſt, diſclos'd his hips, and ſpake : 

what flrange aſpeft was this ; that to our fight 
Appear'd ſo terrible, and did affright | 
Oiſcattering thoughts ? what aid our eyes behold ? 
T fear our laviſh tongues have been too bold : 
What ſpeeches paſt between us, Canſ(t recal 
The words we entertain'd the time withal ? 
It was no man; It was no fleſh and blood 3 
Methought mine ears did tingle, while he ftood 
And commun'd with me : at each word be (pake, 
Methought my heart recoyſ'd; bis voyee did ſhake 
My very ſoul ; but when as he became 
$9 ang? and fo dainty of bis nem 
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O, how my wonder-ſmitten heart began 

To fail ! © then 1 knew it was no man : 

No, no, it was the face of God; our eyes 

Have ſeen his face : (who ever ſaw't, but dies ?) 

we ave but dead, death dwells within his eye, 

And we have ſeen't, and we ſhall ſurely die 

Whereto the woman (who did either hide, 

Or <lſe had overcome her fears) reply'd z 
Defpairing Man ! tabe courage, and forbear 

Theſe ar prediftions; there's no cauſe of fear * 

would heaven accept our offerings, and receive 

Our holy things; ana, aſter that, bereave 

His ſervants of their lives ? Can he be thus 

Pleas'd with our offerings, unappeas'd with us ? 

Hath he not promis'd that the time ſhall come, 

Wherein the fruits of my vefored womb 

Shall make thee Father to a hopeful ſon 3 

Can Heaven be falſe ? Or can theſe things be done 

When we are dead ? No, no, bus holy breath 

Had ſpent in vain, if they had meant our death : 

Recal thy needleſs fears 3; Heaven cannot lie 3 

Although we ſaw his face, we ſhall not die. 

$o ſaid, they brake off their diſcourſe, and went, 

He to the field, and ſhe into her Tent. 

Thrice forty days nor full compleat, being come 

Within rh' encloſure of her quick'ned womb, 

The Babe began to ſpring z and with his motion 

Confirm'd the faith, and quick'ned the devotion 

Of his believing parents, whoſe devour 

And Heaven-aſcending Orifons, no doubt 

Were turn'd to thanks, and heart-rejoycing praiſe, 

To holy Hymns and heavenly Roundelates : 

The child grows ſturdy, every day gives ſtrength 

Unto his womb-fed limbs ; till at the length 

Thy apparent Mother having paſt the date 

Of her-account, does only now await 
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The happy hour, wherein ſhe may obtain 

Her greateſt pleaſure, with her greateſt pain. 
When as the fair direreſs of the night 

Had thrice three times repair'd her waining light, 
Her womb no longer able to retain 

So great a gueſt, betraid her to her pain, 

And for the toilſome work, that ſhe had done, 
She found the wages of a new-born Son: 

Sampſon ſhe call'd his name ; che child encreaſt, 
And hourly ſuckr a bleſſing with the breaſt, 

Daily his ſtrengrh did double : he began 

To grow 1n favour both with God and man : 

His well-attended Infancy was bleſt 

With (weetneſs; In his child-hood he expreſft 
True ſeeds of honour; and his youth was crown'd 
With high and brave adventures, which renown'd 
His honour'd name; his courage was ſupply'd 
With mighty ſtrength : his haughty ſpirir defi'd 
An hoaſt of men, his power had the praiſe 

Bove all that were before, or ſince his dayes : 
And to conclude, Heav'n never yer conjoyn'd 

So ſtrong a body with ſo ſtout a mind. 
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Meditat. IV 1. 
> precious were thoſe bleſſed dayes wherein 


Souls never ſtartled at the name of Sin! 
When as the voyce of death had never yet 
A mouth to open or to claim a debt ! 
When baſhful nakedneſs forbare to call 
For needleſs ſkin to cover ſhame withal ! 
When as the fruit-encreaſing earth obey'd 
The will of man, without the wounding ſpade, 
Or help of Art ! when he, that now remains = 
A curſed Captive to Infernal Chains, 
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State ſinging Anthems in the Heavenly Quire, 
Among his fellow Angels ! when the Briar, 
The fruitieſs Bramble, the faſt growing weed, 
And downy Thiſtle had, as. yer, no ſeed! 
When labour was not known, and man did eat 
The earths fair fruits, unearned with his Great ! 
When wombs-might have conceiv'd, withour the ſtain 
Of ſin, and brought forth children. withour pain ! 
When Heaven could ſpeak to man's unfrighted ear 
Without the ſenſe of Sin-begotten fear ! 
How golden were thoſe dayes! How happy than 
Was the condition, and the ſtare of Man ! 
Bur Man obey'd not: and his proud defire 
Sing'd her bold feathers in forbidden fire : 
But man tranſpreſt ; and'now! his freedom feels 
A ſudden change : Sin follows at his heels : 
The voice calls Adam; but poor Adam flees, 
And, trembling, hides his face behind the trees; 
The voice, while-e'r, that raviſhr-with delight: -- | 
His joyful ear,- does now, 'atas, affrighr Ret) 
' His wounded Conſcience with amaze and wander : . 
And what of late was muſick, now is thunder... 
How have our fins abus'd us! and betray'd 
Our deſperate ſouls ! what ſtrangeneſs have they made 
Betwixt the great Creator, . and the work . | 
Of his own: hands! How. cloſely do they lurk 
To our diftempered ſouls, and whiſper fears 
And doubts into our frighted hearts and' ears! 
Our eyes cannot behold thar glorious face, 
Which is all life, un-ruin'd in the place: 
How 1s our nature chang'd, that every breath 
Which gave us being, 15 become our death ! 
Great God! O, whither ſhall poor mortals flie ' 
For Comfort? if they ſee, thy face, they die; 
And if thy life-reſtoring_caunrnance give © 
' Thy preſence from us, then we'cannot live, 
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How neceſſary is the ruine'than, 
And miſery of fin-beguiled Man ! 
On what Foundation fhall his hopes rely? 
See we thy face, or ſee it not, we dye: 
O ler thy word (great God) inſtru& the youth, 
And frailty of our faith 3; thy word is truth : 
And what our eyes want power to perceive, 
O {et our hearts admire, and believe. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Sampſon at Timnah falls :n love 
And fancies a Philiftian Maid : 
He moves his parents : They reprove 
His ſinful choice : diſlike, diſſwade. 


SECT. WIL 


N O W when as ſtrong limb'd Sayp/ſon had diſpogd 
His trifling thoughts to children, and diſclos'd 
His bud of child-hood, which being over-grown, 
And bloſſom of his youth ſo fully blown, 

That ſtrength of nature now thought good to ſeek 
Her entertainment on-his downy cheek, 

And with her manly bounty did. begin 

To uneffeminate his ſmoother chin, 

He went to 7Timnah, whither did reſort 

A great concourſe of People, to diſport 

Themſelves with paſtime ; or perchance, to ſhew 
Some martial Feats (as they were wont to do; ) 
Scaffolds were builded round-about, whereon 

The crown of eye-delighted lookers on 

Where cloſely piF'd : as Sampſon's wandring eye 

Was runnivg up and —_—_— did cſpy 
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'280 The Hiſtoryof SAMPSOM. 
A comely Virgin beautiful, and-young, 
Where ſhe was ſeated midſt the gazing throng : 
The more he view'd, the more his eye defird 
To view her face, and as it view'd, admir'd ; 
His heart, inflam'd ; his thoughts were all on fire, 
Nis paſſions all were turn'd into defire ; 
Such were his looks, that ſhe might well deſcry 
A ſpeaking Lover in his ſparkling eye : 
Sometimes his reaſon bids his thoughts beware, 
Leſt he be catcht in a Philiſtian ſnare; 
And then, his thwarting paſſion would reply, 
Fear not to be a priſoner to that eye : 
Reaſon ſuggeſts ; *tis vain to make a choice, 
Where Parents have an over-ruling voice: 
Paſſion replies, that fear and filial duty 
Muſt ſerve affeQion, and ſubſcribe to beauty 3 
Whilſt reaſon faintly mov'd him to negle&, 
Prevailing Paſſion urg'd his ſoul Yr affett : 
Paſſion concludes 3 Let her enjoy thy heart; 
Reaſon concludes ; bur let thy tongue impare 
Thy affe&ion to thy Parents, and diſcover 
To them thy thoughts : with that the wounded Lover, 
(Whoſe quick divided paces had out-run 
His lingring heart) like an obſervant Son, 
Repairs unto his Parents ; fully made | 
Relation of his troubled thoughts, and faid : SIR, 
This day, at Timnah to theſe wretched eyes, 
Being taken captive with the novelties 
Which entertain'd my pleaſed thoughts,appear'd 
A fairer objeft 5 which hath ſo endear'd 
My very ſoul, (with ſadneſs ſo diſtreft) 
That this poor heart can find no eaſe, no reft 3 
It was a Virgin, in whoſe heavenly face, 
Unpattern'd beauty, and diviner Grace 
Were ſo conjoyn'd, as if they both conſþir'd 
To make one Angel 3 when theſe eyes enquir'd 
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Into the excellence of her rare perſeſion, 

Tivy could not chuſe but lske, and my afftfion 

Is ſo enflamed with deſire, that I 

4m now become cloſe priſoner to her aye : 

Now if my ſad petition may but find 

A fair ſucceſs to eaſe my tortur'd mind 3 

And if your tender hearts be pleas'd to prove 

As prone to pity mine, as mine to love, 

Lit me, with joy, exchange my (igle life, 

And be the husband of ſo fair a wife. 

Whereto th* amazed Parents, (in whoſe eye 
Diſtaſte and wonder percht) made this reply : 
What trange-deſire ? What unadvis'd requef 

Hath broken looſe from thy diftrafted breft ? 

what ! Are the Daughters of thy brethrex grown 

So poor zn worth, and beauty ? It there none 

To pleaſe that over-curious eye of thing, 

But th* iſſue of a curſed Philiſtine ? 

Can thy miſmandring eyes chuſe nont, but hey 

That 1s the child of an Idolater ? 

Correft thy thoughts, and let thy ſoul rejoyce 

In lawful beauty, make a wiſer choice. 

How well this counſel pleas'd the tyred cars 

Of love-ſick Sampſon, O, let him thar bears 

A craſt affe&ion, judge : Let him diſcover 
The woful caſe of his afflifed Lover : 

Whar eafie pencil can well repreſent 

His very wel ? How ſtern his brows were bent : 
His drooping head: his very port and guiſe : 
His bloodleſs cheeks, and deadneſs of his eyes 3 
Till, at the length, his moving tongue betray'd 
His ſullen lips to language, thus, and faid : SIR, 
Ty extream affiftion of my heart does lead 

My tongue (that's quick ned with my love) to plead 
What if her Parents be not circumcis'd ? 

Her 1ſſus ſhall, and ſhe perchance advis'd 
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To worſhip 1ſraels God, and to forget 

Her Fathers Houſe 3 Alas ſhe is as ytt 

But young ; her downy years are green and tender 3 

She's but a twig, and time may eas'ly bend ber 

T embrace the truth : Our Counſels may controul 

Her ſinful breeding, and ſo ſave a ſoul. 

Nay, who can tell, but Heaven did recommeng 

Her beauty to theſe eyes for ſuch an end ? 

O, loſe not that which Heaven is pleas'd to ſave 2 

Let Sampſon then obtain, as well as crave 3 

You gave me being, then prolong my life, 

And make me hysband to ſo fair 4 wife. 

With that the Parents joyr'd their whiſp'ring heads 

Sampſon obſerves, and, in their parley, reads 

Some Chara&ters of hope 3 the Mother ſmiles ; 

The Father frowns 3 which, Sampſon reconciles 

With hopeful fears ; ſhe ſmiles, and ſmiling crowns 

His hopes 3 which he depoſes with his frowns : 

The wihſpering ended, joyntly they diſplay'd 

A half reſolved countenance, and ſaid, 
Sampſon, ſuſpend thy troubled mind a while, 

Let not thy over-charged thoughts recoil : | 

Take heed of ins. Rocks are near the Shore 5 

we'll ſee the Virgin, and refalve thee more. 


-,  Meditat. | VIlk 
Ove is a noble paſſion of the heart ,. 

That with its very eſſence doth impart 
All needful.Circumftances, and effe&s | 
Unto. the choſen party 3 ir affe&s 
In abſence, it enjoys ; and with an eye 
Filld with Cceleſtial fire, doth eſpy = 
Objetts remote : Ir joys, and ſmiles in grief; 
It ſxeetens poverty 3 it bripgs relief 3 | 
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Ir gives the feeble ſtrength 3, the coward, ſpirit 3 
The ſick man,. health 3 the undeſerving, merit 3 
It makes the proud man, humble ; and the tour 
It overcomes, and treads htm: under foor ; 

It makes the mighty man of war to droop 3 | 
And him to ſerve, that never, yet, could ſtoop 3 
It is a fire, whoſe Bellows are the breath 

Of Heaven above, and kindled here beneath : 
'Tis not the poiyer of a man's eleion, 

To love, he loves notby his own dire@ion; 

It is not beauty, not bemgn aſpe&, 

That always moves the Lover, to affe& ; 
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Theſe are but means: heavens pleaſure 15 the cauſe : 


Love 15 not bound to reafon, and her Laws 

Are not ſubjeRed to th* imperious will 

Of man: Ir lies nor 1n his power to nill : 

How 1s this Love abus'd!. That's onty made 

A ſnare for wealth, or to.ſet, up a trade 3 

T' enrich @ grept'tar's table, or to pay 

A deſperate debt; or meerly to allay 

A baſe and wanton luſt; which'done, no doubr, 
The love is ended, and the fire out: 

No ; he thar loves for pleaſure, or for pelf, 
Loves truly none; and falfly,” bur himſelf : 
The pleafnre paſt, the weahhconſum'd and gone, 
Love hath no fabje& now to work upon : 

The props being faln, that did ſapperr the roof, 
Nothing but rubbiſh, and nexſoched ftuff, 
Like a wild Chaos of Confuſton; Hes ' 
Preſenting uſeleſs runes to our eyes : | 
The Oyl that does maintain Loves facred fire, 
Is vertue mixt with mutual 'defire ' | 
Of ſweet ſociery, begun and bred 

Tth' ſoul, .nor ended in the Marriage bed : 

This is the dew of Hermon, that does fill = 
The ſout with Fycetnes, (watering Sons hill ; 
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This 15 that holy fire, that burns and laſts 

Till quencht by death; the other are bur blaſts, 
That faintly blaze, like Oyl-forſaken ſnuffs, 
Which every breath of diſcontentment puffs, 
And quite extinguiſhes ; and leaves us nothing, 
Bur an offenſive ſubje& of our loathing. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


Hz? goes to Timnah : As he went : 
He flew a Lion by the way : 

He ſues, obtains the Maids conſent : 
And they appoint the Marriage-day. 


SECT. /V/1IIL 


Wi the next day had with his morning light 
Redeem'd the Eaſt from the dark ſhades of night ; 


And with his golden rayes, had over-ſpread 
The neighb'ring Mountains 3 from his loathed bed 
Sick-rhoughted Sampſon roſe, whoſe watchful eyes 
Morpheus that night had, with his leaden keys 
Not power to cloſe ; his thoughts did ſo incumber 
His reſtleſs Soul, his eyes could never ſlumber: 
Whoſe ſofter language by degrees did wake 
His Fathers ſleep-bedeafned cars, and ſpake: 

Sir, Let your early bleſſmegs light upon 
The tender boſome f your proſÞ*rous Son, 
And let the God of Iſrael repay 
Thoſe bleſſings double, on your bead, this day ; 
The long fince baniſht ſhadows make me bold 
To let you know, the morning waxes old ; 
The Sun-beams are grown firong; their brighter blew 
Have broke the miſts, and ary'd the morning dew 3 
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The ſweetneſs of the Seaſon does invite 

7owr ſteps to viſit Timnah, and acquite 

Your laſt nights promiſe. : 

With that the Danite and his wife aroſe, }.. 
Scarce yet refolv'd, at laſt they did diſpoſe 
Their doubtful paces to behold the prize 

Of Sampſon's heart, and pleaſure of his eyes; 
They went, and when thetr travel had attain'd 
Thoſe fruitful hills, whoſe cluſters entertain'd 
Their thirſty pallars and their ſwelling pride, 
The muſing Lover being ſtept afide 

To gain the pleaſure of a lonely thought, 
Appear'd a full ag'd Lion, who had ſoughr 
(But could not find) his long defired prey 3 
Soon as his eye had given him hopes to pay 
His debt to nature, and to mend that fauk 

His empty ſtomach found, he made aſſault 
Upon th* unarmed Lovers breaſt, whoſe hand 
Had neither ſtaffe nor weapon to withſtand 
His greedy rage; but he whoſe mighty ſtrength, 
Or ſudden death muſt now appear, at length 
Strercht forth his brawny arm, (his arm ſupply'd 
With power from Heaven) did with caſe divide 
His body limb from limb, and did betray 

His fleſh to Fowls, that lately ſought his prey : 
This done, his quick redoubled paces make 

His ſtay amends, his nimble ſteps o'rtake 

His leading Parents, who by this, diſcover 
The ſmoke of Timnah : now the greedy Lover 
Thinks every ſtep a mile ; and every pace 

A meaſur'd league, until he ſee that face, 

And find the treaſure of his heart that lies 

In the fair Casket- of his Miſtreſs eyes: 


But all this while cloſe Sampſon made not known 


Unto his Parents, what his hands had done : 
By this the gate of 7imnab entertains 


285 


© en OT RE OT OY Er Te: 
Fa = 


' 
G5 Dn ac = 


PE ne 


Bc 


DT en 0 OTE EI 


LEI INTER ne me ret, en ER pI 69-417 


edn. 1 


a Chode HER 
PEP TIE 


Wh 2-7 


286. The Hiftoryof S AMPSOM. 


The welcom travellers : The parents pains 

Are now rewarded-with their Son's beft pleafure : 
The Virgin comes ; his eyes can find no lejfure, 
To own anorher obje& : O, the greering | + * 
Th' impatient Lovers had attheir firſt meeting ! 
The lover ſpeaks; ſhe anſivers ; he replies; 

She bluſhes; he demanderh ; the denies ; 

He pleads affe&ion ; the doubts; he fues 

For nuptial loves ; fhe queftions; he renews 
His earneſt ſait : importunes ; ſhe relents ; 

He muſt have no denial 3 ſhe confents; 

They paſs their mutuil loves : their joyned hands 
Are equal carneſts of the nuptial bands : 

The Parents are agreed 3 all parties pleas'd 3 

The day's ſer down ; the Lovers hearts are eas'd ; 
Nothing diſpleaſes now, but the long ſtay 
Betwixt th' appointment, and the Marriage day. 


Meditat. V1. 


: Þ : S tao ſevere a cenſure : If the Son 
Take him a wife 3 the marriage fairly done, 
Without conſent of Parents (who perchance 
Had rais'd his higher price, knew where r advance 
His better'd fortunes ro one hundred more) 
He lives a Fornicator ; ſhe, a Whore : 
Too hard a cenfure ! And it ſeems to me, 
The Parent's moſt delinquent of the three: 
What if the better minded Son do aim 
Ar worth ? what if rare vertues do inflame 
His rapt affe&ion ? whar if the condition 
Of an admir'd, and dainty difpoſition 
Hath won his ſoul? whereas his covetous Father 
Finds her Gold light, and recommends him, rather, 
T*an old worn widow, whaſe more weighty purle 
Is fill'd with Gold, and with the Orphans curſc; 
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The ſweet exuberance of whoſe ful-mouth'd portion 
Is but the curſed iſſue of extortion , 

Whoſe worth, perchance, lies only in her weight 
Or in the boſom of her great eſtate ; 

What if the ſon (that dares not care to buy 
Abundance art fo dear a rate) deny 

The ſoul-dereſting proffer of his Father, 

And in his better judgment chooſes, rather 

To match with meaner Fortunes, and deſert ? 

I think that Mary choſe the better part. 

What noble Families (that have out-grown 
The beſt Records) have quite been overthrown. 
By wilful parents, that will either force 
Their Sons to match, or haunt them with a curſe, 
That can adapt their humours, to rejoyce, 

And fancy all things, bur their childrens choice ! 
Which makes them, often, timorous to reveal 
The cloſe defires of their hearts, and ſteal 

Such matches, as, perchance, thetr fair advice 
Might, in the bud, have hindered in a trice 3 
Which done, and paſt, O, then their haſty ſpirit 
Can think of nothing, under Dzſ-znherzt ; 

He muſt be quite diſcarded, and exil'd ; 

The furious Father muſt renounce his Child : 
Nor Pray*r, nor Bleſſing muſt he have; bereaven 
Ofall ; nor muſt he live, nor die forgiven. 
When as the Father's raſhneſs, oftentimes, 

Was the firſt cauſer of the Childrens crimes. 

Parents, be not too cruel: Children do 
Things, oft, too deep for us t* enquire into : 
What Father would not ſtorm, if his wild Son 
Should do the deed that Sampſon here had done ? 
Nor do F make it an exemplar ad, | 
Only, let Parents not be roo exatt 
To curſe their Children, or to diſpoſſeſs 
Them of their bleſſings, Heaven may chance to ble : 
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Be not too ſtri& : Fair language may recure | 
A fault of youth, whilſt rougher words obdure. 


PR 


—_— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Sampſon goers down to celebrate 

' His Marriage and his Nuptial Feaſt : 
The Lion, which he ſlew of late 
Hath hony in his putrid breaſt. 


SECT. IY. 
\ N Hen 23 thelong expeRed time was come, 


: Wherein theſe lingring Lovers would conſumme |. 


The promis'd marriage, and obſerve the rites 

Pertaining to thoſe feſtival delights 3 

Sampſon went down to Timnah; there t enjoy 

The ſweet poſſeſſion of his deareſt joy : 

But as he paſt thoſe fruitful Vineyards, where 

His hands of late acquit him of thar fear, 

(Wherewith the fietce aſſaulting Lion quail'd - 

His yet unpractis'd courage) and prevail'd 

Upon has life, as by thar place he paſt, 

He turn'd aſide, and borrow'd of his haſte 

A little time, wherein his eyes might view 

The Carkaſe.of the Lion which he ſlew ; 

But when his wandring footſteps had drawn near 

The unlamented Herſe, his wondring ear | 

Perceiv'd a murm'ring noiſe, diſcerning not 

Fromm hence that ſtrange confuſion was, or what 3 

He ſtays his ſteps, and hearkens ; ſtill the voice 

Preſents his ear with a continued noiſe 

Art length, his gently moving feet apply 

Their paces to the Carkaſe, where his eye : 
n ; Duſcerns 
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Diſcerns a ſwarm of Bees, whoſe laden thighs 
Repos'd the burthens, and the painful prize 
Of their ſweet labour, in the hollow Cheſt 

Of the dead Lion, whoſe unbowel'd breſt 


Became their plenteous ſtore-houſe, where they laid 


The beſt increaſe of their laborious trade ; 
The fleſhly Hive was fill'd with curious Combes, 
Within whoſe dainty wax-divided rooms 
Were ſhops of honey, whoſe delicious taſte 
Did fiveetly recompence th' adjourned haſte 
Of lingring Sampſon, who does now repay 
The time he borrowed from his better way, 
And with renewed ſpeed and pleaſure flies, 
Where all his ſoul-delighting treaſure lies ; 
He goes to Timaah, where his heart doth find 
A greater ſweetneſs, than he left behind ; 
His haſty hands invite her gladder eyes 
To ſee, and lips to taſte that obvious prize, 
His interrupted ſtay had lately took, 
And as ſhe taſted, his fixt eyes would look 
Upon her varniſhe lips, and there diſcover 
A ſweeter ſweetneſs to content a Lover : 
And now the bufie Virgins are preparing 
Their coſtly Jewels, for the next dayes wearing 3 
Each lap 1s fill'd with flowers to compoſe 
The nuptial Garland, for the Brides fair brows : 
The coſt-negle&ing Cooks have now encreaſt 
Their paſtry dainties to adorn the feaſt ; 
Each willing hand is lab'ring to provide 
The needful ornaments to deck the Bride. 

But now, the crafry Phzl:ifiines for fear 
Leſt Sampſon's ſtrength (which ſtartled every car 
With dread and wonder) under thar prerence, 
Should gain the means to offer violence, 
And through the ſhew of tuptial devotion, 
Should take adyantages to beced commorion z 
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Or left his Popular power by coa&ion 

Or fair entreats, may gather to his faction 
Some looſe and diſcontented men of theirs, 
And (o.betray them to ſuſpetted fears 


They therefore to prevent enſuing harms, 
Gave ſtri& command, that rhirty men of arms, 
Linder the mask of Bridemen, ſhould attend 
Until the nuprial Ceremonies end. 


= 


Meditat. I X. 


H O W high, unutterable, how profound, 
( Whoſe depth the lines of knowledge cannot 
Are the Decrees of the Eternal God! - { found) 
How ſecret are his ways, and how untrod 

By man's conceit, ſo deeply charg'd with doubt ! 

How are his counſels paſt our finding out ! 

O how unſcrutable are his defigns ! 

How deep, and how unſearchable are the Mines 

Of his abundant wiſdom ! how obſcure 

Are his erernal judgments! and how ſure ! 

Liſts he ro ſtrike? the very ſtones ſhall flie 

From their unmov'd foundations, and deſtroy. 

Liſts he to puniſh ? Things that have no ſenſe 

Shall vindicate his quarrel, on th offence : 

Lifts he to ſend a plague ? the winters heat, 

And ſummers damp, ſhall make his will compleat : 

Liſts he ro ſend the (word ? Occaſion brings 

New jealouſfies betwixt the hearrs of Kings : 

Wills he a famine ? Heaven ſhall tur) to braſs, 

And Earth to Iron, till it come to paſs: 

Both ſtocks, and ſtones, and plants, and beaſts fulti! 
The ſecret counſel of his ſacred will. 

Man, only wretched man, is diſagreeing 

To do that thing,- for which he had his beibg : 
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Sampſon muſt down to 7imnah 3 in the way 
Muſt meet a Lyon, whom his hands muſt ſlay ; 
The Lyons putrid Carkaſs muſt incloſe 
A ſwarm of Bees ; and from the Bees, aroſe 
A Riddle 3 and that Riddle muſt be read, 
And by the reading, Choler muſt be bred, 
And thar muſt bring to paſs God's juſt deſigns 
Upon the death of the falſe Ph1i{ines : 
Behold the progreſs, and the Royal Geſts 
Of Heavens high vengeance 3, how it never reſts, 
Till, by appointed courſes, it fulfill 
The ſecret pleaſure of his ſacred Will. 
Great Saviour of the world ; thou Lamb of $791 


That hides our fins; thar art the wounded Lyon : 


0, in thy dying body, we have found 
A world of honey 3 whence we may propound 
Such ſacred Riddles, as ſhall underneath 


: Our feer, ſubdue the power of Hell and Death : 


Such myſteries, as none bur he that plough'd 


: With thy ſieer Heifer's able ro uncloud 3 


Such facred myſteries, whoſe eternal praiſe 
Shall make both Angels, and Archanyels raiſe | 
Their louder voices, and 1n triumph fing 

All glory and honour to our higheſt King, 

And to the Lamb that ſits upon the Throne; 
Worthy of power, and praiſe is he alone. 
Whoſe glory hath advanc'd our Key of mirth; 
Glory to God on high, and peace on Earth. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
The bridegroom at his nuptial Fea## 
'To'the Philiftians doth propound 


A Riddle : which they all addreft 
Themſelves in council, to expound. 
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SECT. X 


N O W when the glory of the next dayes light 
Had cha&'d the ſhadows of the tedious night, 

When coupling Hymen with his nuptial bands, 

And golden fetters, had conjoyn'd theirhands, 

When jolly welcom had to every gueſt, 

Expos'd the bounty of the marriage feaſt ; 
Their now appeaſed ſtomachs did enlarge 
Their captive tongues, with power to diſcharge 
And quit their table-dury, and diſburſe 
Their ſtore of interchangeable diſcourſe. 

Th ingenious Bridegroom turn'd his rolling eyes 
Upon his guard of Bridemen, and applies 
His ſpeech to them: And whilſt that every man 
Lent his attentive ear, he thus began 
My tongue's in labour, and my tnoughts abound 3 
1 have a doubtful Riddle to propound 3 
which if your joyned wiſdoms can diſcover, 
Before our ſeven days ſeaſting be paſt over, 
Then thirty ſheets, and thirty new ſupplies 
Of Razment ſhall be your deſerved prize : 
But if the ſeven days feaſt ſhall be diſſolv'd, 
Before my darkned Riddle be reſolv'd, 
Te ſhall be all ingaged to reſign 
Ths like to me, the vidPry being mine < 
So fatd : the Bridemen, whoſe enchanged eyes 
Found ſecret hopes of conqueſt, thus replies : 
Propound thy Riddle : Let thy tongue diſpatch 
Hey cloudy errand : We accept the match. 
With that the hopeful Challenger convay'd 
His &zddte to their hearkning ears, and ſaid ; 
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The Riddle. 
. Our food, in plenty, doth proceed 


From him that usd to eat; 

And he, whoſe cuſiome was to ſeed, 
Does now afford us meat : 

A thing, that 1 did lately meet, 
As 1 did paſs along, 

Afﬀorded me a dainty ſweet, 
Tet was both ſharp and ſtrong. 


The doubtful R:d4dle being thus propounded, 


293 


They muſe 3 the more they mus'd,the more confounded : 


One rounds his whiſp'ring neighbour in the ear, 
Whoſe lab'ring lips deny him leave to hear : 
Another truſting rather to his own 

Conceit, fits muſing, by himſelf, alone : 

Here two are cloſely whiſp'ring, till a rhird 

Comes in, nor to the purpoſe ſpeaks a word : 
There fit two more, and they cannot agree 

How rich the cloarhs, how fine the ſheets muſt be : 
Yonder ſtands one, that muſing, ſmiles ; no doubt 
But he is near it, if not found it out ; 

To whom another rudely ruſhes in, | 

And puts him quite beſides his thought again : 

Here three are whiſp'ring, and a fourths intruſion 
Spoils all, and puts them all into confuſion : 

There ſits another in a chair ſo deep 

In thought, that he is nodding faſt aſleep, 

The more their buſie fancies do endeavour, 

The more they erre ; now farther off than ever : 
Thus when their wits, ſpurr'd on with ſharp deſire, 
Had loſt their breath, and now began to tire, 

They ceas'd to tempt conceit beyond her ſtrength, 
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Preſent a new exploit: Craft muſt ſupply 
ÞefeRts of wit; their hopes muſt now rely 
Upon the frailry of the tender Bride ; 

She muſt be mov'd, perſwafions may attain 
Tf not, then rougher language muſt conſtrain : 
She muſt diſdofe the Riddle, and diſcover 
The boſom ſecrets of her faithful Lover. 


Meditat. X. 


; hm isa time, to laugh ; a time, to turn 
Our ſmiles ro tears : there 1 15a rime romourn : 
There is'a time for joy, and a time for grief, 
A time to want, and a tine tor find relief ; 

A time to bind, 'and there's'a'time to break; 5 
A time for filence, and a trme ro-:fpeak 3 
A time to labour, and a time to'reſt-; 

A time to faſt 1n,-and a time to feaſt : 

Things, that'are lawful, have their time, -and uſe ; 
Created good, and, only by abuſe, 

Made bad':' Our fitifvl ulageidoes unfaſhion 
What Heaven hath made;'and:makes anew creation : 
7oy 15 a bleſſing, and too prear'exceſs 
Makes joy a_ madneſs, but does/quite unbleſs 
So ſiveer a'gift 3 And, what by-moderare uſe, x 
Crowns ouf'defires, banes them in th” abuſe : 
Tealth 1sa bleſſing, but roo eager thirſt - 

Of having more, makes'that we have,” accurſt : 

Reft 1s a blefting 3 but when Reſt withftands 
The healthful /Jabour of 6ur helpful hands, 

It proves a'ctrſe, and ſtains our guile with crime, 

Betrays our'Irrecoverable time : 

To feaſt, -ahd to refreſh our hearts with pleaſure, . 

And fill our ſouls with'th* overflowing meafiire . 

Of Heavefis bleſt bounry,'carmworbin commend - 
The' precious fayours of to fiveet a friend 3 But 
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But when th' abundance of a liberal dier, 
Meant-for a bleſſing, is abus'd. by Riot, 
Th abuſed bleſſng leaves the gift, nay, worſe, 
It is transform'd, and turn'd into a curſe : 
Things that afford moſt pleaſure in the uſe, 
Are ever found moſt harmful in th' abuſe : 
Uſe them like Maſters, and their tyrannous hand 
Subje&s thee, like a ſlave, to their command : 
Uſe them as ſervants, and they will obey rhee 3 
Take heed, they'l either bleſs thee, or betray thee. 
Could our fore-Fathers but revive, and ſee 
Their Childrens feaſts as now adays they be : 
Their ſtudied diſhes, their reſtoring ſtuffe, 
To make their wanton bodies fin enough 3 
Their ftomach-whetting Sallars to invite 
Their waſteful palate to an appetite . 
Their thirſt-procuring dainties, to refine 
Their wanton taſtes, and make them ſtrong for wine z 
Their coſtly viands, charg'd with rich perfume z 
Their Viper-wines, to make old age preſume 
To feel new luſt, and youthful flames agin, 
And ſerve another prentiſhip to fin : 
Their time-betraying muſick ; their baſe noiſe 
Of odious Fidlers ; whth their (mooth-fac'd boys, 
Whoſe tongues are perfect, if they can proclaim 
The quinteſſence of baſeneſs, without-ſhame 3 
Their deep-mouth'd curſes, new-invented oaths, 
Their execrable blaſphemy, tha loaths, 
A mind to think on ; their obſcener words, 
Their drunken quarrels, their unſheathed ſwords : 
O how they'd bleſs themſelves, and bluſh for ſhame, 
In our behalfs, and haſte from whence they came, 
To kiſs their graves, that hid them from the crimes 
Of theſe accurſed and prodigious times ! 
Great God! O, can. thy patient eye behold 

This height of fin, and can thy vengance hold ? 
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——— — 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Philiſtines cannot unſolve 

The Riddle 3 They corrupt the Bride : 
She woes her Bridegroom to reſolve 

Her donbt ; but goes away deny'd. 


SECT.' XI. 


Ow when three dayes had run their hours our, 

'N And left no end for wit-forſaken doubt 
To be reſolv'd, the deſp'rate undertakers 
Conjoyn'd their whiſp'ring heads (being all partakers, 
And joint-adviſers in their new laid ploty 
The time's concluded : have ye not forgot 
How the old Tempter, when he firſt began 
To work th' unhappy overthrow of Man, 
Accoſts the ſimple woman , and refle&s 
Upon the frailty of her weaker Sex 3 
Even ſo theſe curs'd Philitzans (being taught 
And tutor'd by the ſelf-ſame ſpirit) wrought 
The ſelf-fame way 3 their ſpeedy ſteps are hent 
To the fair Bride ; their haſte could give no vent 
To their coardted thoughts ; their language made 
A little reſpite 3 and ar length they ſaid : 

Faireft of Creatures : Let thy gentle heart 
Receive the Crown due to ſo fair deſert : 
We have a ſuit, that muſt attend the leiſure 
Of thy beſt thoughts, and joy reſtoring pleaſure 3 
Our names aud credit linger at the ſtake 
Of deep diſhonour 5, if thou undertabe, 
With pleaſmg language, to prevent the loſs, 
They muft ſuftain, and draw them from the drofs 
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of their own ruins, they ſhall meerly owe 
Themſelves unto. thy goodneſs, and ſhall know 

No other Patron, and acknowledge none 

As their Redeemer, but thy love alone : 

We cannot read the Riddle, whereunto 

Ire have engag'd our goods, and credits too ; 
Entice thy jolly Bridegroom to unfold 

The hidden myſtery (what can he withhold 
From the rare beauty of ſo rare 4 brow ?) 

And when thou know'ſt it, let thy ſervants bnow « , 
what ? doſt thou frown ? and my our eafie tryal, 
At firſt, read Hieroglyphicks of aenzal ? 


And art thou folent too ? Nay, we'l glue o'r 

To tempt thy Bridal fondneſs any more : 

Betray your lovely husband's ſecrets ? No, 

Tor'l firſt betray us, and our Land : But bnow, 
Proud Sampſon's wife, our furies ſhall make good 


Our loſs of wealth and honour in thy blood + © 

Where far intreaties ſpend themſelves in vain, 

There fire ſhall conſume, or elſe conſtrain. 

Know then, falſe-hearted Bride, if our requeft 

Can find no place within thy ſullen bref, 

Our hands fat vindicate our loſt deſire, 

And burn thy Father's houſe, and thee, with fire. 

Thus having lodg'd her errand in her ears, 

They left the room z .and her unto her fears : 

Who thus bethought ; Hard js the caſe, that I 

Muſt or betray my husband's truſt, or die ; 

I have a Wolf by«th' ears: I dare be bold, 

Neither with ſafety to let go, nor hold : I 

What ſhall I do? Their minds if T fulfil not, 

'Tis death, and to hetray his truſt I will nor, 

Nay, ſhould my lips demand, perchance his breath 

Will not reſolve me ; then no way but death: 

The wager is not great ; rather the ſtrife 

Were ended in his loſs, than in my life ; In 
5 
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His life conſiſts in mine, if ought amiſs 
Befal my life, it may endanger his : 
Wagers muſt yield to life ; I hold it beſt, 
Of neceſſary evils tro chooſe the leaſt : 
Why doubt I then ? when reaſon bids me do, 
I'll know the Rzddle, and betray it too. 
With thar ſhe quits her chamber with her cares, 
And in her cloſet locks up all her fears : 
And with a ſpeed untainted with delay, 
She found that breaſt, wherein her own heart lay : 
Where, reſting for a while, art length did take 
A fair occafion to look up, and ſpake : 

Life of my ſoul, and loves perpetual treaſure, 
If my defrres be ſuiting to thy pleaſure, 
My lips would move a ſuit ; my doubtful bref 
Would fain prefer an undeny'd requeſt : 
Speak then (my joy) Let thy fair lips expound 
That dainty Riddle, whoſe dark pleaſure crown'd 
Our firft days feaſt , Enlighten my dull brain, 
That ever ſince hath mus'd, and mus'd in vain * 
Who, often ſmiling on his lovely Bride, 
That longs to go away reſolv'd, reply'd: 

Foy of my heart, let not thy troubled bret 
Take the denial of thy ſmall requeft, 
As a defett of love; excuſe my tongue 
That muſt not grant thy ſuit, 'without a wrong 
To reſolution, daring not diſcover 
The hidden myffry, till the time be over ; 
Ceaſe to importune then, what cannot be 3 
My Parents know 3t not, as well as thee : 
In ought but this, thy ſuit ſhall overcome me 3 
Excuſe me then, . and go not angry from me. 


> Miditat 
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Meditat. XI. 
H O w apprehenſive is the heart of man 


Of all, and only thoſe poor things that can 


Lend him a minutes, pleaſure, and appay 
His ſweat but with the happineſs of a day ! 
How can he toil for trifles, and take pain 
For fading goods, that only entertain 


— 


His pleaſed thoughts with poor and painted ſhowes ; 


Whoſe joy hath no more truth, than whart ir owes 
To change ! how are the objects of his muſing 
Worthleſs, and vain, that periſh in the uſing ? 
How reaſonable are his poor defires, 

The height of whoſe ambition bur aſpires 


To flitting ſhadows, which can only crown 


His labour, with that nothing of their own ! 

We feed on huſks, that might.as well attain 

The fatted Calf, by coming home again: 

And, like to Eſau,- while we are ſuppreſſing 
Our preſent wants, neglect and loſe the blefling; 
How wiſe we are for things, whole pleaſure cools 
Like breath ;/ for everlaſting joys, what fools! 
How witty, how ingeniouſly wiſe 

To fave our credits, or to win a prize ? 

We plot 3 our brows are ſtudious ; firſt we try 
One way 3 if that ſucceed not, we apply _ 
Our doubtful minds to atremptanother courle ; 
We take advice z Conſult, our tongues diicourſe 
Of better ways,! and what-our-failing brains 
Cannot effe& with fair and fruitleb pains , 

There crooked fraud muſt help; andiflie deceit 
Muſt lend ahand,' which'by! the-porent ſlc1ght 
Of right forſaking brib'ry, + muſt; betray | 
The prize into our hands, .andwin the: day : 


- 


Which 
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Which if it fail (it does but ſeldom fail) 
Then open force and fury muſt prevail : 
When ſtrength of wit, and ſecret power of fraud 
Grow dull, conſtraint muſt conquer, and applaud 
' With il-got vi&ry ; whichar length obtain' 

Alas how poor a trifle have we gain'd ! 
How are our ſouls diſtempered, to engroſs 
Such fading pleaſures ! To o'rprize the drofs, 
And under-rate pure gold ! For painted joyes, 
To ſell the true, and Heayen it ſelf for toyes ! 

Lord, clarifie mine eyes, that I may know 

Things that are good, from what is good in ſhow ; 
And give me wiſdom, thar my heart may learn 
The diff *rence of thy favours, and diſcern 

What's truely good, from what is good in part 3 
With Martha's trouble give me Maries heart. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Bride ſhe begs, and begs in vain © 
But like to a prevailing wooer, 

She ſues, and ſues, and ſues again 5 
At laft he reads the Riddle to her. 


SECT. X11. 


AY, Hen the next morning had renew'd the day, 
_ And tif early twilight now had chas'd away 

The _m of night, and made her lay afide 

Her ſpangled Robes, the diſcontented Bride, 


(Whoſe trovbled thoughts were tyred withthe night 
And broken ſhumbers long had wiſhe for light) FY 
- Whth a deep ſigh her ſorrow did awake 

Her drowſie Bridegroom, whom ſhe thus beſpake 3 
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0, if thy love could ſhare an equal part 
” 4 ſad griefs of Lip oF irmdl 
Thy cloſed eyes bad never in this ſort, 
Been pleas'd with ref, and made thy night ſo ſhort : 
Perchance,sf my dull eyes bad ſlumbred too, 
My dreams had done, what thou deny'd to do : 
Perchance, my fancy would have been ſo kind 
T” unſolve the doubts of my perplexed mind, 
"Twas a ſmall ſuit that thy unlucky Bride 
Myſt light upon : Too ſmall to be denied : | 
Can love ſo ſoon — ? But ere ber lips could ſpend 
The following words, be ſaid, Suſpend, ſuſpend, 
Thy raſh attempt, and let thy tongue diſpenſe 
with forc'd denial : Let thy lips commence 
Some greater ſuit, and Sampſon ſhall make good 
Thy fair deſires with his deareft blood : 
Speak then, my lave, thou ſhalt not wiſh, and want 3 
Thou canft not beg, what Sampſon cannot grant : 
Only in this excuſe me, and refrain 
To beg, what thou, perſorce, muſt beg in vain. 


_ CInexorable Sampſon : Can the tears x 
From thoſe fait eyes, not move thy deafned ears ? 
O can thoſe drops. that trickle from thoſe eyes - 
Upon thy naked boſome, not ſurprize 
Thy neighbring heart, 4nd force it to obey ? 
O can thy heart not melt, as well as thty ? 
| Thou little think thy poor affliffed wiſe 
; Importunes thee, and wooes thee for her life « 
Her ſuit's as great a Riddle to thine ears, 
As thine to bers : O, theſe diflilling tears 
Are ſilent pleaders, and-her moiſined breath 
Would ſain redeem her from the gates of death : 
May not ber tears prevail ? alas, thy ſtrife 
CIs but for wagers; Hers, poor ſoul, for life. 


Now 
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Now when this day had yielded'up his right 
To the ſucceeding Empreſs of the night, 
Whoſe ſoon-depoſed reign did're-convey 
Her Crown and Sceprer to. the new-born day, 
The reſtleſs Bride (fears cannot brook denial) 
Renews her ſuit, and attempts a further tryal 
Entreats, conjures, ſhe leaves no way untry'd 3. 
She will not 3 no, ſhe muſt not be deny'd : 
Bur he (the portal of whoſe marble heart 
Was lockr and barr'd againſt the powerful art, 
Of oft repeated tears) ſtood deaf and dumb ; 
He muſt not; no, he will not be o'rcome. 
Poor Bride; How u thy glory overcast! 
How 2s the pleaſure of thy Nutpials pa#t 
hen ſcarce begun ! Alas, bow poor a breath 
Of Foy,mnft puff thee to untimely death ! 
The day's at hand, whereon thou muſt untye 
The Riddles tangled Snarle, or elfe muſt dye. 


Now, when that. day was come, wherein the feaſt 
Was to expire 3 the Bride (whoſe penfive breaſt 
Grew fad to death) did once more undertake 
Her too reſolved Bridegroom thus, and ſpake: 
Upon theſe knees, that proftrate on the flogr, 
Are lowly beaded, and ſhall ner give or © 
To move thy goodneſs, that ſhall never riſe, 
Until my ſuit find favour #n thine eyes ; 
Upon theſe naked knees, I here preſent 
My ſad requeſt : O tet thy heart relent ; 
A Sutor ſues, that never ſud before 3 
And ſhe begs now, that never will beg more. - 
Hafi thou vow'd ſilence ? O remember, how 
Thou art ingaged by 4 former Vow. _ 
Thy heart is mine; the ſecrets of thy beart 
bk Art mine ; why art thou dainty to impart 
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Mine gwn to me ? Thin give me leave to ſue 
For what my right may challenge as her due; 
Unfold thy Riddle then, that I may know, 
Thy love is more, than only love in ſhow. : 
The Bridegroom thus inchanted by his Bride, 
Unſeal'd his long kept filence, and reply'd ; - 
Thou ſole and great Commanareſs of my heart, 
Thou haFt prevail'd ; my boſom ſhall impart 
The ſum of thy deſires, and diſcharge 
The faithful ſecrets of my ſoul, at large 3 
Know then (my joy) upon that very day 
I firſt made known my affe&ion, on the way 
I mer, and grapled with a ſturdy Lion, | 
Having no ſtaff nor weapon to relie on, 
I was 1nforc'd to prove my naked ſtrength ; 
Unequal was the mateh, bur at the length 
This brawny arm receiving ſtrength from him 
That gave ir life, I tore him lim from lim, - 
And left him dead: now when the time was come, 
Wherein our promis'd Nuptials were to ſum, 
And perfe& all my joys, as I was coming 
Thar very way, a firahge confuſed hamming, . 
Not diftant far, poſſeſt my wondring ear, 
Where, guided by the noiſe, there did appear 
A ſwarm of Bees, whoſe bufie labours fil'd 
The carkafs of that Lion which I kill'd, 
With combs of honey, wherewithal I fed 
My lips and thine : And now my Riddle's read. 


Meaitat. X11. 


T HE ſoul of man, before the taint of Nature, 
Bore the fair Image of his great Creator 
His underſtanding had no cloud : His will 
No croſs : Thar, kgew-no error 5 This, no. il! : 


But 
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But man tranſpreſt ; and by his woful fall; 

Loſt that fair Image, and that little All 

Was left, was all corrupt ; his underſtanding 
Exchang'd her Object ; Reaſon left commanding ; 
His memory was depraved, and his will 

Can find no other ſubje& now, bur ill : 

It grew diſtemper'd, left the righteous rein 

Of better Reaſon, and did entertain 

The rule of paſſion, under whoſe command 

Ir ſuffereth Shipwrack, upon every Sand: 

Where it ſhould march, 1t evermore retires ; 

And what is moſt forbid, it moſt defires : 

Love makes it ſee too much, and often, blind ; 
Doubt makes it light, and waver, like the wind : 
Hate makes it fierce, and ſtudious 3 Anger mad : 
Foy makes it careleſs 3; Sorrow dull and fad : 

Hope makes itnimble, for a needleſs trial 3 

Fear makes it too impatient of denial. 

Great Lord of humane ſouls ; O thou that arc 

The only true refiner of the heart ; 

Whoſe hands created all things perfe& good, 
What canſt thou now expe of fleſh and blood ? 
How are our leprous ſouls put our of faſhion ! 

How are our wills ſubjeed to our paſſion ! 

How is thy glorious 1mage foil'd, defac'd, 
And ftain'd with fin ! How are our thoughts diſplac'd ! 
How wav'ring are our hopes, turn'd here and there 
With every blaſt! how carnal is our fear ! 

Where needs no fear, we ſtart at every ſhade ; 
But fear not, where we ought to be afraid. 

Great God ! if thou wilt pleaſe but to refine 

Our hearts, and re-conform our wills to thine, 
Thou'lr take 'a pleaſure in us, and poor we 
Should find as infinite delight in thee 3 

Our doubts would ceaſe, our fears would all remoye, 
And all our paſſions would turn joy, and loye z 
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Till thenexpe& for norhing that is good : 
Remember, Lord, we are but Fleſh and Blood. 


—_— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Philiftines, by her advice, 
Expound the Riddle : Sampfon kzlÞ'd 
Thirty Philiſtines, in atrice; ' 

Forſakes bis Bride: His Bed's defil'd. 


SECT. XIIL 


O ſooner were the Brides attentive ears 

Reſoly'd and pleas'd, but her impetuous fears 
Call in the Bridemen ; and to them hetraid 
The ſecret of the Rzdale thus, and ſaid : , 

7ou Sons of Thunder, twas not the louder noiſe” » 
Of your provoking threats, nor the ſoft voice 
Of my prevailing fears, that thus addref | 
My yielding heart to grant your ſorc'd requeſt : "" 
Tour language needed not have been ſo rough 
To fheak too much; when leſs had been enough : 
Tour ſpeech at firſt was honey in mine ear, 
At length it prov'd a Lion, and did tear ). 
My wounded Soul : It ſought to force me to | Y 
What your entreaties wene more apt to do * 
Know then, (to krep your lingring ears no longer 
From what ye long to hear) There's nothing ſtronger 
Than a fierce Lion: Nothing can more greer 
Your pleaſed palates with a greater ſweet 
Than honey : But more fully to expound, 
In a dead Lion there was Haney found. 

Now when the Sun was welking in the Weſt, 
(Whoſe fall determines both _ Day and Feaſt) 
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The hopeleſs Bridegroom (he whole ſmiling brow 
Aſflur'd his hopes a ſpeedy Conqueſt now) 
Ey'n thirſting for vi&orious trumph, brake 
The crafty fitence of his lips, .and ſpake, 
The time us come, whoſe lateſt hour ends 
Our Nuptial Feaſt, and fairly recommends 
The wreath of Conqueſt to the Viftor's Brow : 
Say, ts the Riddle read ? Expound it now 3 
And for your pains, theſe hands ſhall ſoon reſign - 
Tour conquir'd print « If not, the prize # mine. 
With thar they join'd their whiſpering heads, and made 
A Speaker, who in louder language, faid : 
Of all the ſweets that &r were known, 
there”s none ſo pleaſing be, 
As thoſe rare dainties which do crown 
the labour of the Bee : 
of all the Creatures in the field, 
that ever man ſit eye on, 
Thire's none whoſe power doth not yield 
anto the ſlronger Lion. 

Whereto th* offetded Challenger, whoſe eye . 
Proclaim'd aquick revenge, made this Reply z 
No honey's ſweeter, than 4 womans tongue; 
And, when ſhe liſts, Lions are, not ſo ſtrong : 

How thrice accirsd are they, that do fulfil 

The lewd deſires of a Womans will ! 

How more accurs'd is be, that doth impart 

His boſdme-ſecrets to.a Womans heart | 

"They plead like Angels; and, like Crocodiles, 
Kull with ther tears 3 they murtber with their ſmiles ; 
How weah a thing is woman ! Nay, how weak 
Is ſenſleſs man, that will be urg'd to break 

His counſels in ber ear, that hath no power 

To mal ſecure a ſicret for an bour! . 

No, Vittors, ..no : Had not a Womans mind 
Been faithliſs, and inconFlant,. as the wind, 


My Riddle had tiH now a Riddle been ; 

You might have mus'd and miſs'd, and mus'd again. 
When the next day had heav'd his golden head 
From the ſoft pillow of his Sea-green bed, 

And, with his rifing glory, had poſſeſt 

The ſpacious Borders of th'enlightned Eaſt, 
Sampſon aroſe, and 1n a rage went down 

(By Heaven direR&ed) to a neighb'ring Town : 

His choler was intlam'd, and from his eye 

The ſudden flaſhes of his wrath did flie, 

Paleneſs was in his cheeks, and from his breath 
There flew the frerce Ambaſſadours of Death, 

He heav'd his hand, and where it fell, it ſlew 3 

He ſpent, and ſtill his Forces would renew : 

His quick redoubled blows fell thick, as thunder 3 
And, whom he took alive, he tore in ſunder ; 

His arm ne'r miſt 3 and often at a blow 

He made a Widow, and an Orphan too : 

Here it divides the Father from the Child, 

The Husband from his Wife : there, it deſpoil'd 
The friend of's friend, the Siſter of her Brother : 
And oft with one man he would thraſhanother. 
Where never was, he made a little flood, 

And where there was no Kin, he joyn'd inblood, 
Wherein his ruthleſs hands he did imbrue: 

Thrice ten, before he ſcarce could breathe, he ſlew 
Their upper Garments, which he took away, #:# 
Were all the ſpoils the Victor had thar day ; 
Wherewith he quit the wagers that he loſt, 

Paying Philiſtians with Philiſtians coſt : 

And thus, at length, with blood he did afiwage, 
But yer nor quench the fire of his rage. 

For now the thoughts of his diſſoyal wife, ' %. 
In his fad ſoul renew'd aſecond ſtrife, 

From whom, for fear his fury ſhould recoil, 

He thought moſt fir abſent himſelf a while 3 
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Unto his Fathers Tent he now return'd ; 

Where his divided pailion rag'd, and mourn'd : 

In part he mourned, and he rag'd in part 

To ſeefſo fair a face , fo falſe a heart: 

But mark the miſchief that this abſence brings 3 

His Bed's defiled, andthe nuptial ſtrings 

Are ſtretcht and crackt : A ſecond love doth ſmother 
Their firſt ; and ſhe 1s wedded toanother. 


Meditat. X111. 


AS this that womb the Angel did enlarge 
Frombarrenneſs? and gave fo ſtri& a charge? 
Was this that womb that muſt not be defil'd 
With unclean meats, leſt ir pollute the Child, 
- Ts this the Nazarite? Maya Nazarite then 
Embrue and paddle in the bloods of men ? 


Or may their vows be ſo diſpens'd withal, 
Thar they, whoſcarce may ſee a Funeral, 
Whoſe holy ſteps muſt beware to tread 
Upon, 'or touch the Garcaſe of the dead ? 

May theſtsrevenge their wrongs by blood? may theſe 
Have power to kill, and murther where they plcaſc? 

'Tis: trae, a holy Nazarite 1s forbid 

To dofiich things as this our Nazarite did : 
He may not touch the Bodies of the dead, 
Withour pollution : much leſs may he ſhed 
The blood of Man, or touchit being ſpilr, 
Without the danger of a double gwlt: 
But who art thou that art an undertaker, 
To queſtion with, or plead againſt thy Maker ? 
May not that God, that gave thee thy Creation, 
Tarn thee to nothing, by his diſpenſation ? 
He that hath made the Sabbath, and commands 
W ſhalt by kept with unjollnted hands 
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Yet if he pleaſe to coumtermand again, 

Man may ſecurely labour and not fin : 

A Nazarite 1s not allow'd to ſhed 

The blood of man, or once to touch the dead ; 

But if the God of Nazarites bids kill, 

He may, and be a holy Nazarite ſtill : 

But ſtay, 15 God like Man ? Or can he border 

Upon confuſion, that's the God of order? 

The Perſian Laws no time may contradi&, 

And are the Laws of God lefs firm and ſtri&? 
An earthly Father wills his Child to ſtand 

And wait 3 within a while he gives command, 

(Finding the weakneſs of his Son oppreſt | 

With wearineſs) that he fit down and reſt 

Is God unconſtant then, becauſe he pleaſes 

To alter, what he will'd us, for our caſes ? 

Know likewiſe, O ungrateful fleſh and blood, 

God limits his ownGlory for our good : 

He is the God of mercy, and he prizes 

Thine Aſſes life above his Sacrifices : 

His Sabbath is his glory, and thy reſt : 

He'll loſe ſome honour, e're thou loſe a Beaſt. 
Great God of mercy, O how apt are we 

To rob thee of rhy due, that art ſo free 

To give unaskt! teach me, O God, to know 

What portion I deſerve, and tremble too. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Sampſon comes down to re-enjoy 

His Wife ; her Father does with$land © 
For which he threatens to defiroy 

And ruine him, and all the land, 
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SECT. XIY. 


UT Sampſon (yet not knowing what was paſt, 
For wronged Husbands ever are thelaſt 
That hear the news) thus with himſelf bethought 3 
It cannot be excus'd ; It was a fault, 
And was a foul onstoo : and, at firſt ſight, 
Too great for love or pardon to acquit : 
O, had it been a ſlranger, that bitraid 
Repoſed Secrets, Thad only laid 
The blame upon my unadviſed tongue 3 
Or bad a common friend but done this wrong 
To boſom truſt, my patience might out-worn it 3 
I could endur'd, I could have taſily born it 3 
But thus to be betrayed by a Wife, 
The partner of my heart ; to whom my life, 
My very ſoul was x0t eſteemed dear, 
Is more than fleſh, is more than blood can bear ! 
But yet alas, She was but green and young, 
And had not gain#Yht Conqueft of her tongut; 
Unſeaſon'd Veſſels oft will find a leak 
At firſt , but aſter hold : She is but weak ; 
Nay, cannot yet write woman; which, at beſt, 
Is a frail thing ; Alas, young things will queit 
At every turn; indeed, to ſay the truth, 
Her years could make it but a fault of youth, 
Sampſon, return, and let that fault be ſet 
Upon the ſcore of youth : forgive, forget + © 
She is my Wife ; Her love hath power to hide 
A fouliy errour 3 why ſhould I divide 
My preſence from her ? There's no greater wrong 
To love, than to be filent over-long : 
Alas, poor Soul! no doubt her tender eye 
Hath wept enough z perchance ſhe knows not why, 
my I'n 
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I'm turn'd ſo great 4 flranger to her bed, 
And board : No doubt her empty eyes have ſhed 
A world of tears 3 perchance, her guiltleſs thought 
Conceives my abſence, as 4 greater fault, 
Than that of late her barmleſs errour did 1 
Ill go and draw a reconciling Rid 
From the fair Flock , my feet ſhall never reſt, 
Till Trepoſe me in my Brides fair Breſt, 
He went, but e'r his ſpeedy lips obtain'd 
The merits of his haſte, darkneſs had ſtain'd 
The cryſtal brow of day; and gloomy nighr 
Had ſpoil'd and rifled Heaven of all his light : 
Happroach'd the Gates; but being enter'd in, 
His careleſs welcome feem'd ſo cold and thin, 
As if that filence meant, ir ſhould appear, 
He was no other than a ſtranger there 
In every ſervants look he did eſpy 

 Aneafie Copy of their Maſters eye 3 _ 
He call'd his wife, but ſhe was gone to reſt : 
Unto her wonted Chamber he addreſt 
His doubtful ſteps; till by her Father ſtaid, 
Who taking him aſide a little, faid: Sor, 

It was the late eſpouſals that do move 
My tongue to uſe that title 3 not thy love : 
"Its true, there was a marriage lately paſt 
Bitween my child aud you 5 The knot was aſt 
And. firmly tied, -yot ſubjett to the ſorce 
Of any power, bit death or elſe divorce © 
For ought 1 ſaw, a mutual deſire 
Kzndled your likings, and an equal fire 
Of ſtrong affedtion, joyned both your hands 
With the perpetual knot of nuptial bands: 
Mutual delight, and equal joys attended 
Tour pleaſtd bearts until the feaſt was ended : 
But then, I know no ground, (you know it beft) 
As if your loves were __ by the Feaſt, 
4 
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The buzlding fell before the houſe did ſhake, 

Loves fire was quencht, Ore it began to ſlake 

Al on a ſudden were your joys diſſeis'd 3 

Forſook your Bride, and went away difþleas'd 

Tou left my Child to the opprobrious tongues 

Of open cenſure, whoſe malicious wrongs 

(Maligning her fair merits) did defame 

Her wounded honour, and unblemiſht name; 

1 thought thy love, which was ſo ſirong of late, 

Had on a ſudden, turn'd to perſeft hate : 

| At length, when as your longer abſence did 
Confirm my thoughts, and time had quite forbid 

Our hopes t' expett a re-acceſs of love, 

Thinking ſome new affeftion did remove 

Your heart 5 and that ſome ſecond choice might ſmother 

The firſt; I matcht your Bride unto another ! 

if we have done amiſs, the fault muſt be 

Imputed yours, and not to her, nor me: 

But if yon eafie Loſi may be redeew'd 

With ber fair Siſter, (who, you know's efteem'd 

More beautiful than She, and younger too) 

She ſhall be firmly joyn'd by nuptial vow, 

And, by a preſent Contratt ſhall become 

Thy faithful Spouſe, #n her loſt Siflers room. 

With that poor Sampſon, like a man entranc'd, 
And newly wakened, thus his voice adyanc'd ; 

Preſumptuous Philiſtine! that doſt proceed 

' From the baſe loins of that atcurſed ſeed, 

' Branded for ſlaughter, ant markt out ſor death 

And utter ruine, this my threatning breath 

Shall blaſt thy Nation ;, this revenging hand 

Shall cruſh thy Carcaſe, and thy curſed Land; 

TH give thy fleſhto Ravens; and ravenous Swine 

Shall tabe that rank, andtainted blood of thine 

For waſh and ſwill, to quench their eager thirſt, 

which they ſhall juck and gixzle till they burſt 3 
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7! burn your ſtanding Corn with flames of fire 
That none ſhall quench; I'll drag yen the mire 

Of your own bloods, which ſhall o'rflow the Land, 

And make your paſture barren as the Sand ; . 

This ruthleſs arm ſhall ſmite, and never flay 

Until your land be turn'd a Golgotha 3 

And if my aftions prove my words untrut, 

Let Sampſon dye, and be accurs'd as you. 


Meditat. XIV. 


OD is the God of Peace; and if my Brother 
- Strike me on one cheek, muſt I turn the other? 
God is the God of mercy ; and his Child 
Muſt be, as he 1s, merciful and mild : 
God is the God of Love; but Sinner know, 
His love abus'd, he's God of vengeance too. 
Is God the God of vengeance? And may none 
Revenge his private wrongs, but he alone ? 
What means this frantick Nazarite to take 
Gods office from his hand, and thus ro make 
His wrongs amends ? Who warranted his breath 
To threaten ruine, and to thunder death ? 
Curious Inquiſitor, when God ſhall ſtrike 
By thy ſtout arm, thy arm may dothe like : 
His Parent gives him power to create 
A Depnty ; to whom he doth collate 
Aſſiſtant power, 1n ſufficient meaſure, 
To exerciſe the office of his pleaſure ; 
A lawful Prince is Gods Lientenant here : 
As great a Majeſty as fleſh can bear, 
He 15 indued withal ; tn his bright eye 
(Cloath'd in the flames of Majeſty) doth tre 
Both life and death ; into his royal hearc 
Heaven doth inſpire, and ſecretly impart 
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The treaſure of his Laws : Into his hand 

He throws his Sword of Juſtice and Command ; 
He is God's Champion ; where his voice bids kill, 
He muſt not fear r imbrue his hands and ſpill 
Abundant blood ; Who gives him power to do, 
Will find him guiltlefs, and aſſiſt him too. 

O, but let fleſh and blood take heed, that none 
Pretend God's Quarrel, to revenge his own; 
Malice and baſe revenge muſt ſtep afide, 

When Heavens uprighter _ muſt be try'd. 
Where carnal glory, or ambitious thirſt 

Of ſimple conqueſt, or revenge, does burſt 
Upon a neighbouring Kingdom; thereto thruſt 
Into anothers Crown, the War's not juſt ; | 
*Tis but a private Quarrel, and bereft 

Of lawful Grounds 3 'tis but a Princely theft : 
But where the ground's Religion, to defend 
Abuſed Faith, let Princes there contend 

With dauntleſs courage: may their a&s be glorious : 
Ler them go proſperous, and return victorious. 
What if the grounds be mixt? Fear not to go 
Were not the grounds of S4axzp/on's Combarte ſo ? 
Go then with double courage and renown, 
VVhen God ſhall mix thy Quarrels with his own 3 
*T1s a brave conflit, and a glorious Fray, 
VVhere God and Princes ſhall divide the Prey. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


He burns their ſtanding Corn 3 makes void 
their land : the Philzſtines enquire 

The cauſe of all their evil; deſtroy'd 
the Timnite ard his bouſe with fire. 


—C———————— 


SECT. 
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SECT. X}. 


A* raging Sampſon's threatning language ceas'd, 
His reſolution of revenge increas'd 3 
Vengeance was inhis thoughts, and his defire 
Wanted no fuel to maintain her fire ; 
Paſſion grew hot and furious, whoſe delay 
Of execution, was but taking day 
For greater payment - his revengeful heart 
Boil'd in his breaſt, whilſt Fury did impart 
Her ready Counſels, whoſe imperious breath 
Could whiſper nothing under blood and death : 
Revenge was ſtndious, quickned his conceit, 
And ſcrew'd her engines to the very height: 
At length when time had ripen'd his deſires, 
And puffing rage had blown his ſecret fires 
To open flame now ready for confuſion, 
He thus began to tempt his firſt concluſion. 
The patient Angler firſt provides his bait, 
Before his eyes can teach him to await 
Th' enjoyment of his long-expetted prey 3 
Revengeful Sampſon, e're he can appay 
His wrong with timely vengeance, muſt interid 
To gain the inſtruments to work his end 
Heplants the Engines, higes his ſnares about, 
Pitches his toils, finds new devices our, 
To tangle wily Foxes : in few days 
(Thar land had ſtore) his ſtudious hand betrays 
A leaſh of hundreds, which he thus employs 
As Agents in his raſhful enterprize 3 
With rough, and force-enduring thongs of Lether 
He.joins and couples tail and rail rogether, 
And every thong bound in a Brand of fire, 
So made by Art,* that motion would inſpire 
| Continual 
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Continual flames, and as the motion ceaſt, 

The thrifty blaze would then retire and reſt 

In the cloſe brand, until a ſecond ſtrife 

Gave it new motion, and that motion, life: 

Soon as theſe coupled Meſſengers receiv'd 

Their fiery Errand, though they were bereav'd 

Of power to make great haſte, they make good ſpeed; 

Their thoughts were differing, though their tails agreed ; 

T' one drags and draws toth* Eaſt, the other Weſt ; 

One fit they run, another while they reſt: 

T* one ſculks and ſnarls, th' other tugs and hales ; 

At length both flee with fire-brands in their tails ; 

And inthe top and height of all their ſpeed, 

T* one ſtops, before the other be agreed, 

The other pulls and drags his Fellow back, 

Whilſt both their tails were tortur'd on the rack ; 

Art laſt, both weary of their warm Embaſlage, 

Their better eaſe deſcry'd a fairer paſſage 3 

And time hath taughttheir wiſer thoughts to join 

More cloſe, and travel in a ſtraighter line : 

Into the open Champian they divide 

Their ſtraggling paces (where the plow-mans pride 

Found a fair obje& in his ripen'd Corn; 

Whereof ſome part was reapt, ſome ſtood unſhorn) 

Sometimes the fiery Travellers would ſeek 

Prote&1on beneath a ſwelling Reek ; 

But ſoon that Harbour grew too hot for ſtay 

Afﬀeording only light to run away 

Sometimes the full ear'd ſtanding-wheat muſt cover 

And hide their flames ; and there the flame would hover 

About their ears, and ſend them to enquire 

A cooler place ; but there the flaming fire 

Would ſcorch their hides, and ſend them fing'd away 3 

Thus doubtful where to go, or where ta ſtay, 

They range about 3 flee forward, then retire 3 

Now here, now there, where e'r they come they fire 3 
Nothing 
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Nothing was left, that was not loſt and burn'd ; 
And now that fruitful Land of Jewry's turn'd 
A heap of Aſhes; thar fair Land while ere 
Which filld all hearts with joy, and every ear 
With news of plenty, and of bleſt increaſe, 
(The joyful iſſue of a happy peace) 
See how jt lies in her own ruines, void 
Of all her happineſs, diſguis'd, deſtroy'd. 
With that the Philiſtines, whoſe ſad relief, 
And comforts deeply buried in their grief, 
Began to queſtion (rhey did all partake 
In th' irrecoverable loſs) and ſpake 

What curſed brand of Hell ? What more than Devil ? 
What envious miſcreant hath done this evil ? 
Whereto, one ſadly ſtanding by, repli'd : 

It was that curſed Sampfon (whoſe fair Bride 
Was lately raviſht from his abſent breaſt 
By ber ſalſe father) who before the Feaſt 
Of Nuptial was a month expir'd, and done, 
By ſecond marriage, own®d another Son : 
For which this Sampſon, beav'd from off the binge 
Of his loſt reaſon, ſludied this revenge 2 
That Timnites falſhood wrought this deſolation 3 
Sampſon the Aftor was, but he th' occaffon. 
VVith that they all conſulted to-proceed 
In height of Juſtice to revenge this deed ; 
Sampſon, whoſe hand was the immediate cauſe 
Of this foul a, 1s ſtronger than their Laws 3 
Him they refer to time, for his proud hand 
May bring a ſecond ruine to their Land: 
The curſed Timnite, he that did divide 
The lawful Bridegroom from his lawful Bride, 
And mov'd the patience of ſo ſtrong a Foe, 
To bring theſe evils, and work their overthrow, 
To him they haſte ; and with reſolv'd defire 
Of blood, x ns burn his houſe, and kim with fire. 


Meaitat, 
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Meditat. | XY. 


Oft thou not tremble? Doesthy troubled ear 
Not tingle ? not thy ſpirits faint ro hear 

The voice of thoſe, whoſe dying ſhrieks proclaim 
Their tortures, that are broiling in the flame ? 
She, whoſeilluſtrious beauty did not know 
Where to be matcht but one poor hour ago : 
She, whoſe fair eyes were apt to make man err 
From his known Faith, and turn Tdolater ; 
She, whoſe fair cheeks inricht with true complexion, 
Seem'd Beauties ſtore-houſe of her juſt perfe&ion; 
See, how ſhe lies, ſee, how this Beauty lics, 
A foul offence unto thy loathing eyes: 
A fleſhly Cinder, lying on the floor, 
Stark naked, had it not been covered o'r 
With baſhful ruines, which were fallen down 
From the conſumed roof, and rudely thrown 
On this half roaſted earth, O canft thou read 
Her double ſtory, and thy heart nor bleed? 
What art thou-more, than She ? Tell me wherein 
Art thou more priviledg'd ? Or can thy fin 
Plead more r excuſe it ? Art thou fair and young ? 
Why, fo was ſhe; Were thy temprations ſtrong ? 
Why, ſo were hers: Whar canſt thou plead, but ſhe 
Had power to plead rhe ſame, as wel] as thee ? 
Nor was'c her death alone could farisfie 
Revenge ; her Father, and his houſe muſt die : 
Unpuniſhr crimes do ofren bring them in, 
That were no leſs, than ſtrangers to the fin : 
Eli muſt dye, becauſchis fatr reproof 
Of roo foul ſin, was nor auſtere enough. 
Was vengeance now appeas'd ? Hath nor the crime 


Paid a ſufficient mrreſt for the time ? 
| Remove 
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Remove thine eye tothe Philiſtian fields, 

See what encreaſe their fruitful Harveſt yields 

There's nothing there, 'but a confuſed heap F 

Of ruinous Aſhe: ' There's no Corn to reap. #3 

Echold the poyſor. »f vnpuniſht ſin, 

For which the very ez; «1; accurs'd agin : 

Famine muſt a& her part; her griping hand 

For one man's fin muſt prath a!l the Land; 

Is vengeance now appca<'d ? Hath fin given o'r 

To cry for Plagues? Muſt vengeance yet have more? 

O, now th' impartial Sword muſt come, and ſpill 

The blood of tuch as Famine could not kill. 

The language of unpuniſht fin cries loud, 

It roars for Juſtice, and it muſt have blood : 

Famine mult follow, where the fire begun; 

The Sword muſt end what both have left undone. 
Juſt God ! our fins do dare thee to thy face 

Our ſcore 15 great, our Ephah fills apace ; 

The leaden Cover threatens every mite, 

To cloſe the Ephah and our fins within 1t. _ 8 

Turn back thine eye : Let nor thine eye behold i VL 

Such vile pollutions, let thy vengeance hold : PP 

Look on thy dying Son, there ſhalt thou ſpie "BS 

An obje& that's more fitter for thine eye 3 | 

His ſufferings (Lord) are far above our fins, 

0, look thou there; e're Juſtice arm begins 
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T'unſheath her Sword : O, let one precious drop Þ. 

Fall from that pierced fide, and that will ſtop is; 
The ears of vengeance, from that clamorous voice iS 2 
Of our loud fins, which make fo great a noiſe : pig ; 


O ſend that drop, before revenge begins, 
And that will cry far louder, than our fins, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


He makes a fſlzughters, doth remove 
To Etati's Rock, where, to re-pay him 
The wrongs that he had done, they move 
The men of Judah to betray him. 


SECT. XVI. 
Hus when th accurs'd Pitiiftines had appaid 
The Timnites fin, with ruine , and betraid 
Th u:rait Offenders to their fierce defire, 
And burn'd their curſed Family with fire : 
Sampſon, the greatneſs of whoſe debt deny'd 
So ſhort a payment, and whoſe wrongs yet cry'd 
For further vengeance, to be further laid 
Upon the fin-conniving Nation, ſaid : 
Unjuſt Philiſtines, you that could beheld 
So capital a crime, and yet with-hold 
This well-deferued puniſhment ſo long, 
Which made you partners in th:ir fin, my wrong 3 
Had ye at firſt, when as the fault was-young, 
Before that Time had lent ber clamorous tongue 
So great a ſiringth to call for ſo much blood ; 
O, had your early Fuſiice but thought good 
To firihe in time ! Nay, had you then devis'd 
Some eaſier puniſhment, it had ſuffic'd : 
But now it comes too late, the ſim has cried, 
Till Heaven hath heard, and mercy is denied : 
Nay, had the fin but ſpar'd to roxy ſo loud, 
A drop bad ſeru'd, when now @ tide of blood 
W:H bardly ftop ber month : 
Had ye done this betimes! But now, this hand 
Mufi plague your perſons, and afflift your Land, 


K1vt 


v8 


The Hiſtoryof SAMPSON. 


Have ye beheld a youth-inſtruing Tutor, 
(Whoſe wiſdom's ſeldom ſeen bur in the furure) 
When well-deferved puniſhment ſhall call 
For the delinquent Boy ; how firſt of all, 

He preaches fairly ; then proceeds auſterer 

To the foul crime, whilſt rhe ſuſpicious hearer 
Trembles at every word, unnl at length, 

His language being ceas'd, th* unwelcom ſtrength 
Of his rude arm, that often proves too raſh, 
Strikes home, and fetches blood art every laſh : 
Even ſo ſtout Sampſon, whoſe more gentle tongue 
In eafie terms doth firſt declare the wrong 
Injuſtice did, then tells the evil effe&s 

That man's connivence, and unjuſt negle&s 
Does often bring upon th afflited Land ; 

Bur, art the laſt, upheaves his ruthleſs hand 3 

He hews, he hacks; and fury heing guide, 

His unrefiſted power doth divide 

From top to toe 3 his furious weapon cleft, . 
Where-e'r it ſtruck : Ir flew, and never left 
Until his fleſh-deſtroying arm, at length, 


Could find no ſubje& where r' imploy his ſtrength; 
Here ſtands a head-ſtrong Steed, whoſe fainting guider 


Drops down ; another drags his wounded Rider : 


Now here, now there,his frantick arm would thunder, 


And at one ſtroke cleaves man and horſe, in ſunder, 
In whoſe mixt blood his hands would oft imbrue, 
And whereſoe'r they did bur touch, they ſlew : 
Here's no employment for the Surgeons trade, 

All wounds were mortal that his weapon made 3 
There's none was left, but dying, or elſe dead, 
And only they that (cap'd his fury, fled ; 

The ſlaughter ended, the proud Vitor paſt 
Through rhe affiited Land, uni at laſt, 

He comes to Fudah, where he pirchrhis Tent, 
atthe Rock Etan 3 m_— time he ſpent 3 
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He ſpent not much, till the Philiſtian band 
That found ſmall comfort in their waſted Land, 
Came up to 7udah, and there pitcht not far 
From Sampſon's Tent, their hands were arm'd twar : 
With that the Men of 7udah, ſtruck with fear , 
To ſee ſo great an Army 3 ſtraight drew near 
To the Gd Camp 3 who, after they had made 
Some ſigns of a continued peace, they faid : 

what new deſigns bave brought your Royal Band 
Upon the Borders of our peaceſul Land ? 
What firange adventures, what difaffrous weather 
Drove you this way? what buſineſs brought you hither ? 
Let not my Lords be angry, or conceive 
An evil againſt your Servants : what we have, 
Is yours z the peaceful plenty of the Land, 
And we are yours, and at your own command : 
thy ? to what purpoſe are you pleas'd to ſhew us 
Tour frength ? Why bring you thus an Army tous ? 
Are not your yearly Tributes juſtly paid ? 
Have we not kept our vows ? have we dela#d 
Our faithful Service or deny'd to do it, 
When you have pleas'd to call your ſervants to it ? 
Have we at any time, upon your tryal, 
Shr«nk from our plighted faith, or prov'd diſloyal ? 
If that proud Sampſon have abus'd your Land 3 
"Tis not our faults : Alas we had no band 
In his deſigns ; we lent him no relief 3 
No aid 5, no, we were partners in your grief. 
Whereto the Philiſtines, whoſe hopes rely'd 
Upon their fair aſſiſtance, thus reply'd. 

Fear not, ye men of Judah, Our intentions 
Are not to wrong your "Peace : Your apprehenſions 
Are too too timorous 3 our deſires are bent 
Againſt the common Foe, whoſe hands have ſpent 
Our laviſh bloqd, and robb'd our waſted Land 
Of all her joys : *Tis he our armed Band 


LY 
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Expefts, and follows : He 7s cloyſtred here, 
Within your Quarters : Let your faiths appear 
Now 3#n your loyal aftions, and convey 

That sþulking Rebel to us, that we may 
Revenge our blood, which he hath waſted thus, 
And do to him, as he hath done to us. 


—— ———— 
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Meditat. XV I. 


| T was a ſharp revenge 3 but was it juſt ? 
S 1 Shall one man ſuffer for another ? Muſt 
The Childrens teeth be ſet on edge, becauſe 

Their Fathers eat the Grapes ? Are heavens Laws 
$ ſtri& ? whoſe lips did, with a promiſe, tell, 
That no ſuch Law ſhould paſs in 1#4el : 
Becauſe the injurious Timnites treacherous hand 
Commits the fault, muſt Sampſon ſcourge the Land ? 
Sin is a furious plague, and it infeRts 
The next inhab1ranr, if he negleds 
The means t' avoid it: *Tis not becauſe he fins 
That thou art puniſhr : No, ir then begins 
T infe& thy ſoul, when thou a ſtander by, 
Reprov'M it nor : or when thy careleſs eye 
Sights it as nothing : If a fin of mine 
Grieve not thy wounded ſoul, it becomes thine. 
Think ye that God commits the Sword of power 
Into the hands of Magzſtrates, to ſcower 
And keep ir bright? Or only to advance 
His yet unknown Autkoriry ; Perchance. 
The glorious Hilt and Scabbard make'a ſhow 
To ſerve his turn ; have it a blade, or no, 
He neither knows, nor cares : Is this mad fit 
FT obtain ſo great an honour, as to fit 
as God's Lieutenant, and to puniſh fin ? 
Know leaden Magiſtrates, and knoygagain, 

| 2 


bd - 
#1 


324 The Hiſtory of SAMPSON. 
Your Sword was given to draw, and to be dy'd 
In guilty blood, nor to be laid afide 

Ar the requeſt of Friends, or for baſe fear, 

. Leſt when your honour's ended with the year, 
Ye may be baffled : *tjs not enough that you 
Find bread by weight, or that the weights be.true : 
*T1s not enough, thar every foul diſorder 
Muſt be referr'd to your more wiſe Recorder : 
The charge 1s given to you, you muſt return 
A fair account, or elſe the Land muſt mourn 
You keep your ſwords too long a ſeaſon in, 
And God frikes us, becauſe you ſtrike not fin : 
Y* are too remiſs, and want a reſolution : 

Good laws lie dead, for lack of execution ; 
An oath js grown ſo bold, that it will laugh 
The eafie a& to ſcorn 3 Nay, we can quatf 
And reel with privilege : and we can trample 


Upon your ſhame-ſhrunk cloaks, by your example : 

You are too dull : too great offences pals 

Untoucht 3 God loves no ſervice from the Aſs ; 

Rouze up, O ufe the ſpur, and ſpare the bridle, 

God ſtrikes, becauſe your ſwords and you are 1dle: 
Grant Lord that every one may mend a fault z 

_ Andthen our Magiſtrates may ſtand for nought. 


——m—_—— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The faithleſs men of Judah went 

To make him ſubjett to their Band : 
They bound him by his own conſent, 

And brought him pris ner to their band. 
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SECT. XVIL. 


O ſaid, the men of Fudah (whoſe baſe fear 

Taught them to open an obedient ear 

To their revengeful and unjuſt requeſt ) 

Accept the treacherous motion, and addreſt 

Their laviſh thoughts to pur in execution 

The ſubje& of their ſervile reſolution : 

With that, three thouſand of their ableſt men 

Are ſoon imploy'd ; to the fierce Lyons den 

They come, (yet daring not approach too near) 

And ſend this louder language to his ear ; 
Viftorious Sampſon, whoſe renouned fatts 

Have made the world a Regiſter of thy afts 3 

Great Army of men, the wonder of whoſe power 

Gives thee the title of a walking Tower, 

Why baſt thou thus betray'd us to the hand 

Of the cars'd Philiftines ? Thou knew's our Land 

Does owe 3t ſelf to thee, there's none can claim 

$0 great an intereft in our hearts : thy name, 

Toy highly honour d name for ever bears 

A welcom Accent in our joyful ears 3 

But now the times are dangerous, and a Band 

of proud Philiſtians quarter in our Land, 

And for thy ſake the tyranny of thelr tougues 

Hath newly threatned to revenge their wrongs 

Upon our peaceſul lives : Their lips have vow'd 

and ſworn to ſalve their injuries with blood 3 

Tur jealous fury bollows in our eats, : 

They'l plague our Land, as thou bafi plagued theirs : 

If we refuſe to-do their fierce command, 

4nd bring not Sampſon priſoner to their band 3 

Alas, thou know'Ft our ſervile necks muft bow 

To thetr 3mperious Toke 3 _—_ our Vw 
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Of loyalty 1s paſt : If they bid, Do, 
we muft; or loſe our lands and our lives to : 
Were but our lives in hazard, or sf none 
Should feel the ſmart of death, but we alone, 
Wee'd turn thy Martyrs, rather than obey m. 
we:'d die with Sampſon, ſooner than betray'm 5 
But .we have wives and Children, that muft be 
The ſubjefts of their ragt, as well as we : 
Wherefore ſubmit thy perſon, and fulfill 
what we defire ſo much againſt our will : 
Alas, our griefs in equal poiſure lie 5 
Tield, and thou dieft;, yield not, and we muſt dit. 
Whereto ſad Sampſon, whoſe fair thoughts did guide 
His lips to fairer language, thus reply'd : 

Te Man of Judah, what diftruftjul thought 
Of ſingle Sampſon's violence bath brought 
So great a firength, as if you meant t* o'rthrow 
Some mighty Monarch, or ſurprize a Foe! © 
Tour eaſe errand might as well been done 
By two 6! three, or by the lips of one ; 
The meaneft child of holy Tiracl's feed 
Might conquer Sampſon with a bruiſed reed : 
Alas ! the boldneſs of your welcom words 
Need no proteftion of theſe ſlaves and ſwords : 
Brethren, the intention of my coming hither 
Was not to wrong you, or deprive you either 
Of lives or goods, or of your pooreft due 5 
My ſelf #s cheaper to my ſelf, than you 3 
My coming us 08 a- more fazr deſign, 
1 come to cruſh your tyrannous foes, and mine, 
1 come to free your countrey, and recall 
Your ſervite ſhoulders from the flaviſh thrall 
Of the proud Philiſiznes 3 and with this band 
To make you freemen 3n your promis'd Land z 
But you are come #0 bind me, and betrey 
Tour faithful Champion to thoſe hanals, that ly 
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Perpetual burthens on, which daily vex 

Tour galled ſhoulders, and your ſervile necks : 

The wrongs theſe curſed Philiſtines bave done 

My ſimple innocence, have quite out-run 

My eaſre patience : if my arm may right 

My too much injur'd ſufferance, and requite 

What they have done to me, it would appeaſe 

My raging thoughts, and give my tortures eaſe 3 

But ye are come to bind me; I ſubmit ; 

I yield ; and if my bondage will acquit 

Your new-born fears, "tis well : But they that do 

Attempt to ruine me, will ranjack you : 

Firſt, you ſhall firmly engage your plighted trot), 

By the acceptance . bn ſacred oath, 

That when I ſhall be pris ner to your Bands, 

I may not ſuffer vielence by your hands. - ; 

With that, they drawing nearer ro him, laid 

Their hands beneath his brawny thigh, and faid : 
Then let the God of Jacob ceaſe to bleſs 

The tribe of Judah with a fair ſucceſs, 

In ought they put their curſed hand unto, 

And raxe their ſeed, if we attempt to do 

Boyzud Sampſon wvislence : And if this curſe 

Be not ſufficient, Heaven contrive a worſe. 

With that the willing pris'ner joyn'd his hands, 

To be ſubjetted to their ſtronger Bands : 

With treble twiſted cords, that never tried | 

The twitch of ſtrength, their buſie ngers ned 

His finewy wriſts which being often wound 

Abour his beating pulſe, they brought him bound 

To the forefront of the Philiſtian Band, 

And left him caprive in thir curſed hand, 


Y 4 Meditat- 


TE bon ae 


328 The Hiſtoryof SAMPSON, 


Meditat. XV 11. 


() What a pearl is hidden in this field, 
Whoſe orient luſtre, and perfe&ions yield 
So great a treaſure, that the Eaſtern Kings, - 
With all the wealth, their colder Climate brings, 
Ne'r ſaw the like! Ir 1s a pearl, whoſe glory 

Is the diviner ſubje& of a ſtory, 

Penn'd by an Angels quill; not underſtood 

By the too dull conceit of fleſh and blood ! 
Unkind 7udearns, what have you preſented 
Before your eyes? O, what-have you attented! 
He that was born on purpoſe to releaſe 

His life for yours, to bring your Nation peace 3 
To turn your mournings-1nto joyful Songs 3 

To fight your-battels, to revenge your wrongs : 
Even him, alas, your curſed hands have:made 
This day your pris'ner 3 Him have you betraid 
To death 3 O, he whoſe finewy arm had power 
To cruſh you all to nothing, and to-ſhower 
Down ſtrokes like Thunder-bolts, whoſe blaſting breath 
Might in a moment puft you'all to death, 

And made ye fall before his frowning brow, 

See how he goes away, betray'd'by you ! 

Thou great Redeemer of the world ! whoſe Blood 
Hath power to ſave more worlds,than Noah's Flood 
Deſtroyed bodies ;' thou, 'O thou that art 
The Sampſon of our ſouls !  Hoxw.can the heart . 
Of man give thanks enouyh; that does not know 
How much his death-redeemed foul does owe'/! ©: | 
To thy dear merits? We can apprehend 
| No more than fleſhand blood does recommend 
To our confined thoughts: Alas, we can 
Conceive thy-love, but as the love of man : 
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We cannot tell the horrour of that pain IE 
Thou boughtſt us from 3 nor can our hearts attain 
Thoſe joys that thou haſt purchas'd in our name, 

Nor yet the price thou paidſt ; our thoughts are lame 
And craz'd ; Alas, things mortal have no might, 

No means to comprehend an Infinite : 

We can behold thee cradled in a Manger, 

In a poor Stable : we can ſee the danger 

The Tetrarch's fury made thee ſubject to J 
We can conceive thy poverty ; we know | i 
Thy bleſſed hands that might been freed were bound ; 
We know, alas, thy bleeding brows were crown'd' 
With pricking thorns 3 thy body torn with whips; 'Þ 
Thy palms impterc'd with ragged nails ; thy lips - 4 
Saluted with a Traytor's kiſs 3 thy Brows h li 
Sweating forth blood ; thy oft-repeated blows 3 | by 
Thy faſtening to the Croſs ; thy ſhamefnl death A 
Theſe outward tortures all come underneath 

Our dull conceits:. but what thy bleſſed Soul : 
( That bore the burthen of our guilt, and Scroul 

Of all our fins, the horrid pains of Hell) f 
O, what that ſoul endur'd, what ſoul can tell? 'F 


- THE ARGUMENT. 


He breaks their Bands; and with 4 Bone 
A thouſand Philiſtines be ſlew : bs 
He thirſted; fainted 3 made his moan © | 'F 
To Heaven : He drinks; bu ſpirits renew. 'Þ 


SRET 2YIrh © 
Hus, when the glad Philiſtines had obtain'd 


The ſum of all their hopes, they entertain'd - - q W-: 
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The welcom Pris'ner with a greater noiſe 

Of triumph, than the greatneſs of their joys 
Required : Some with ſudden death would greet 
The new-come Gueſt 3 whil'ſt others, more diſcreet, 
With lingring pains, and tortures more exatt, 
Would force him to diſcover, in the FaR, 

Who his Abettors were : others gainſaid 

That courſe, for fear a reſcue may be made : 

Some cry, *T fitteſt that th' Offender bleed 

There, where his curſed hands had done the deed ; 
Orhers cried No, where fortune hath conſign'd bim, 
We'll kill bim : Bef to hill him where we find bin : 
Thus variouſly they their doubtful breath, 

Art laſt they all agreed on ſudden death ; 

There's no contention now, but only who 

Shall ſtrike the firſt, or give the ſpeeding blow. 

Have ye beheld a fingle thred of flax, 

Touch'd by the fire, how the fire cracks : 
With eaſe, and parts the render twine in ſunder - 
Even ſo, asthe firſt arm began to thunder 

Upon the Pris'ners life, he burſt the Bands, 

From his ſtrong wriſts, and freed his loos'ned hands ; 
He ſtoop'd, from off the blood-expeRing graſs 

He ſnatchr the crooked Jaw-bone of an Aſs ; 
- Whetewith his fury deak ſuch down-righr.blows 

| Pg So oft redoubled, that it overthrows 
/ Man after man; and being ring'd about 

With the diſtracted, and atnazed Rout 

Of rude Philiſtians, turn'd his body round : 

And jn a circle dings them to the ground : 

Each blow had proof; for where the Jaw-bone miſt, 
The furious Champion wounded with his fiſt : 
Betwixt them both his Fury did uncaſe 

A thouſand ſouls, which in thart fatal place 
Had left their ruir'd carkaſles, to feaſt 

The fleſh-devouring fowl, and ray'nous beaſt : . ith 


"th 
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With that the Conqueror, that now had fed 
And ſurfeited his eye upon the dead 
His hand had ſlain, ſat down ; and having flung 
His purple weapon by, triumph'd and ſung : 


_ rejoyce « Be fill d with mitth 3 

Let alf Judea kzow, 

And tell the Princes of the Earth 
How (trong an arm ha## thou : 

How bas thy dead enricht the Land, 
And purpled or the graſs, 

That hadfi no weapon #n thy hand, 
But the Zaw-bone of an Aſs ! 

How does thy ſtrength, and high renown, 
The glory of men ſurpaſs! 

Thine arm hath ſtruck e thouſand down 
With the 7aw-bone of an Aſs : 

Let Sampſon's glorious name enadnre, 
Till time ſhall render One, 

whoſe greater glory ſhall obſcure 
The glory thou hait won. 


His Song being ended, rifing from the place 
Whereon he lay, he turn'd his rachle(s face 
Upon thoſe heaps his direful hands had made, 
And op'ning of his thirſty lips he ſaid : 

Great God of conqueſt, thou, by whoſe command 
The heart received courage, and this band 
Strength to revenge thy quarrels, and fulfil 
The ſecret motion of thy ſacred will; _ 


. What ſhall thy Champion persſh now with thirit ? 


Thou know'ſt I have done nothing, but what firs 
Was warranted by thy command : "Twas thou 
That gave my ſpirit boldneſs, and my brow 

A reſolution ; this mine arm did do 

No more, than what thou a5 enjoin me to 5 
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And ſhall 1 die for thirft ? O thouthat ſav'd 

Me from the Lyons rage, that would have rav'd 
Upon my life : by whom I bave ſubdu'd 

Thy curſed enemiss, and bave imbru'd 

My beaven-commanded hands, in a ſpring-tide 

Of guilty blood ! Lord, ſhall I be den”d | 

A draught of cooling water to allay 

The tyranny of my thirft ? 1, that this day 

Have labour'd in thy Vineyard, rooted out 

So many weeds, whoſe loſty creſts did ſprout 

* Above thy trodden vines; What, ſhall I die 

For want of Water, thou the Fountain by ? 

1 know that thou wert bere, for had'Ft thou not 
Suppli*d my- arm with ftrength, 1 ner had got 

So ſirange a vifFry : Hath thy ſervant taken 

Thy work in hand, and 7s he not forſaken ? 

Haft thou not promisd that my ſirengthned hand 
Shall ſcourgt thy. Foe-men, and ſecure thy Land 
From ſlaviſh bondage ? will that arm of thine 
Make me their ſlave, whom thou ha#t promis'd mine ? 
Bow down thy ear, and hear my needful cry ; 

O quench my thir, great God, or elſe I die. 
With that the Jaw, wherewith his arm had laid 
So many ſleeping in the duſt, obey'd = 


n 


' The voice of God, and caſt a toorh, from whence 
A ſudden ſpring aroſe, whoſe confluence + : 
Of cryſtal waters; plenteouſly disburſt 


Their precious ſtreams, and ſo allay'd his thirſt. 


 Meditat. XV111. 


T HE Jaw-bone of an Aſs ! how poor a thing 
_ & God makes his pow'rful Inſtrument, to bring 
Some honour to his Name, and to advance 

His greater glory ? Came this Bone by chance 


To 
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To $ampſon's hand ? Or could the Army go 
No further? but muſt needs expe& a Foe 
Juſt where his weapon of deſtrufion lay ? 
Was there no fitter place for them to ſta 
But even juſt there ? how ſmall a thing'r had bin 
( If they had been ſo provident ) to win 
The day with eaſe ? Had they but taken thence 
That curſed bone, what colour of defence 
Had Sampſon found ? Or how could he withſtood 
The neceſſary danger of his blood ? 

Where Heay'n doth pleaſe to ruine, humane wit 
Muft fail, and deeper policy muſt ſubmit : 
There wiſdom muſt be fool'd, and ſtrength of brain 
Muſt work againſt it ſelf, or work in vain : 
The track that ſeems moſt likely, often leads 
To death; and where ſecurity moſt pleads, 
There dangers in their faireſt ſhapes appear, 
And give us not ſo great a help, as fear : 
The things we leaſt ſuſpect, are often they, 
That moſt effe& our ruine, and betray : 
Who would have thought, the filly Aſſes Bone, 
Not worth the ſpurning, ſhould have overthrown ©* 
So ſtout a Band ? Heav'n oftentimes thinks beſt 
To overcome the greateſt with the leaſt : 
He gains moſt glory in things that are moſt flight, | 
And wins in honour, what they want in might : '\ 
Who would have thought that Sampſor's deadly thirſt 4 
Should have been quencht with waters,that did burſt — "| 
And flow from that dry Bone ? who would not think } 
The thirſty Conqueror, for want of drink, © 
Should have firſt died ? what mad-man could preſume '\ 
So dry a tooth ſhould yield ſo great a Rhume? X Þ 
God does not work like man ; nor 15 he tide | 
To outward means: His pleaſure 1s his guide, 
Not Reaſon : He that 1s the God of nature, 
Can work againſt it : He that is Creator 
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Of all things, can diſpoſe ther, to attend 

His will, forgetting their created end: 

He, whoſe Almighty power did ſupply 

This Bone with water, made the Red Sea dry. 
Great God of, Nature, *tis as great an eaſe, 

For thee to alter nature, if thou pleaſe, 

As to create itz Let that hand of thine 

Shew forth thy power, and pleaſe to alter mine : 

My fins are open, but my ſorrow's hid ; 

I cannot drench my Couch, as David did 

My brains are marble, and my heart is ſtone : 

O ſtrike wine eyes, as thou didfſt ſtrike that Bone. 


_—c 


eee, 


THE ARGUMENT. 


He lodgeth with a Harlot ; Wait 

Is laid, and Guards are pitcht about © 
He bears away the City Gate 

Upon his ſhoulders, and goes out. 


SECT. XIX 


'*- Hus when viQorious Sampſon had unliv'd 
This Hoaft of armed men ; and had reviv'd 
His fainting ſpirits ; and refreſhr his tongue 
With thofe ſweer cryſtal ſtreams, thar lately ſprung 
Fromhis negle&ed weapon, he aroſe 
(Secured from the tyranny of his Foes 
By his Heaven-borrowed ftrength) and boldly came 
To a Philiftian City, known by th” name 
Of 4zz43 where, as he was paſſing by, 

The careleſs Champion caſt his wandring eye 
Upon a face, whoſe beauty did invite 
His wanton heart to wonder and delight : 
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Her curious hair was criſp'd : Her naked breſt 

Was white as Ivory, and fairly dreſt 

With coſtly Jewels 3 In her glorious face 

Nature was hidden, and difſembled grace. 
Damaſkt her rofie checks : her eyes did ſpark 

At every glance, hke Diamonds 1n the dark : 

Bold was her brow 3 whoſe frown was bur a foil 

To glorifie her berter-pleaſing ſmile 3 

Her pace was careleſs, ſeeming to diſcoyer 

The paſſions of a diſcontented Lover : 

Sometimes her op'ned Caſement gives her eye 

A twinkling paſſage to the paſſer by ; 

And when her fickle fancy had given o'r | 
That place, ſhe comes and wantons at the door ; 
There Sampſon view'd her, and his ſteps could find 
No further ground ; but (guided by his mind) 
Caſt Anchor there. Have thy obſerving eyes 

E'r mark'd the Spiders garb, how cloſe ſhe lies 
Within her curious webbz and by and by 

How quick ſhe haſtes to her entangled Fly ; 

And whiſp'ring poiſon in her murm'ring ears, 

At laſt ſhe tugs her ſilent gueſt, and bears 

His hamper'd body to the inner room 

Of her obſcure, and ſolitary Home : 

Even ſo this ſnaring beauty entertains ; 

Our eye-lid Sampſon, hamper'd with the chains 

Of her imperious eyes ; and he, that no man 
Could conquer, now hes conquer'd by a woman : 
Fair was his welcom, andas fairly expreſt 

By his delicious language, which profeſt 

No leſs affe&ion, than ſo ſweet a Friend 

Could, with her beſt expreſſions, recommend ; 
Into her glorious chamber ſhe diretts 

Her welcom gueſt, and with her fair reſpe&s | j 
She entertains him z with a bounteous kik, \&F 
She gives him carneſt of a greater bliſs ; U-1 
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And with A brazen countenance, ſhe brake 

The way to her unchaſt defires, and fpake : 
Mirror of mankind, thou ſelefted flower 

Of love's fair knot, welcom to Flora's Bower 3 

Chear up my love 3 and look upon theſe eyes, 

Wherein my beauty, and thy pifture lies ; 

Come, tabe me pris*'ner in thy folded arms ; 

And boldly ſiribe up fprightly loves alarms ; 

Upon theſe ruby lips, and let us try 

The ſweets of love Here's none bat thee, and 1; 

My beds are ſoſteſt Down, and pureft Lawn 

My Sheets; my Vallents and my Curtains drawn 

In Gold and Silks of curious Die : Behold, 

My Coverings are of Tap'firy, enricht with Gold 3 

Come, come, and let us take our fill of pleaſure 3 

My husband's abſence lends me dainty leiſure 

To give thee welcom 3, come, let's ſpend the night 

In jweet injoyment of unknown delight. 

Her words prevail'd : And being both undreſt, 

Together went to their defiled reſt. 

By this, the news of Sampſor's being there 

Poſſeſt the City, and fild every ear : 

His death is plotted 3 And advantage lends 

New hopes of ſpeed : An armed Guard attends 

At every Gate, that when the breaking day 

Shall ſend him forth, expe&ing forces may 

Betray him to his ſudden death; and fo 

Revenge their Kingdoms ruins at a blow : 

Rut luſtful Sampſox (whoſe diſtruſtful cars 

Kept open houſe) was now poſleſt with fears : 

He hears a whiſp'ring, and the trampling feet 

Of People paſſing in the filent Street 3 

He, whom undaunted courage lately made 

A glorious Conqueror, is now afraid z - 

His conſcious heart 1s ſmitten with his fin 

He caunot chuſe but fear, and fear again : 
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He fears 3 and now the terrible alarms 

Of fin do call him from th* unlawful arms 
And lips of his luxurious Concubine 

Bids him ariſe from dalliance, and reſign 
The uſurpation of his lukewarm place 

To ſome new ſinner, whoſe leſs dangerous eaſe 
May lend more leiſure to fo foul a deed : 
Sampſon with greater and unwonted ſpeed 

Leaps from his wonted bed ; his fears do preſs 
More haſte to cloath, than luſt did to undreſs; 
He makes no tarriance, but with winged haſte, 
Beſtrides the ſtreet, and to the gates he paſt, 
And through the armed troups he made his way, 
Bears gates, and bars, and pillars all away 3 

$ (cap'd rhe rage of the Phil;tian band, 

Thar ſtill muſt owe his ruine to their land, 


Meditat. XI Xx. 


OW weak, at ſtrongeſt, is poor fleſh and blood ! 
Samſon, the greatneſs of whoſe power withſtood 
A little world of armed men, with dearh, 
Muſt now be foyled with a womans breath : 
The Mother ſometimes lets her Infant fall, 
To make it hold the ſurer by the wall : 
God lers his ſervant often go amiſs, 
That he may turn and fee how weak he is, 
David that found an overflowing meaſure wt 
Of Heavens high favours, and as great a treaſure 
Of aving grace, and portion of the Spirit, - 
As fleſh and Dlood was able to inherit, 
Muſt have a fall to exerciſe his fears, 
And make him drown his reſtleſs couch with tears : 
Wiſe Solomon, within whoſe heart was planted 
A fruitful ſtock of heavenly wiſdom wanted |, 
Z 


Not 
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Not that, whereby her weakneſs underſtood 
The perfe& vanity of fleſh and blood : 
Whoſe hand ſeem'd prodigal of his 1/aac's life, 
He durſt nor truſt God's Providence with his wife ; 
The righteous Lot had ſlidings : holy Paul 
He had his prick ; and Peter had his fall - 
The facred Bride, in whoſe fair face remains 
The greateſt earthly beauty, hath her ſtains : 
If man were perfe& and intirely good, 
He were not man, he were not fleſhand blood : 
Or ſhould he never fall, he would ar length, - 
Not ſee his weakneſs, and preſume in ſtrength : 
Ere children know the ſharpneſs of the edge, 
They think their fingers have a priviledge 
Againſt a wound ; but having felt the knife, 
A bleeding finger ſometimes ſaves a life. 

Lord, we are children, and our ſharp-edg'd knives, 
Together with our blood, let out our lives ; 
Alas, if we but draw them from the ſheath, 
They cut our fingers, and rhey bleed to death. 

Thou great Chirurgion of a bleeding ſoul, 
Whoſe ſovereign balm, is able to take whole 
The deepeſt wound, thy ſacred falve 1s ſure: 
Wecannot bleed fo faſt as thou canſt cure : 
Heal thou our wounds, that having ſalv'd the (ore, 
Our hearts may fear, and learn to ſin no more 3 
And let our hands be ſtrangers ro thoſe knives, 
Thar wound not fingers only, bur our lives. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


He falls in league with Delila : 
The Nobles bribe her to diſcover 

Her Sampſon's ſtrength, and learn the way 
To bind her arm-prevailing Lovers 


SECT. 
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FREY X'S 


OT far from Axxa, in a fruitful Vally | 
Cloſe by a brook, whoſe filver ſtreams did dally 

With the ſweet boſom of the wanron ſands, 

Whoſe winding current parts the neighb'ring Lands, 

And often waſhes the beloved ſides 

Of her delightful banks. with gentle tides : 

There dwelt a Beauty, in whoſe Sun-bright eye 

Love fate inthron'd, and full of Majeſty, 

Sent forth ſuch glorious eye-ſurprizing rays, 

That ſhe was thought the wonder of her days : 

Her name was called Del:la, the fair; 

Thither did amorous Sampſon off repair, 

And with the piercing flame of her bright eye, 

He toy'd fo long; that like a wanton Flie 

He burnt his luſtful wings, and ſo became 

The ſlaviſh prisner to that conquering flame : 

She aſkr and had : There's nothing was too high 

For her to beg, or Sampſon to deny : 

Who now but Del:1a ? what name can raiſe 

And crown his drooping thoughts, but Del;la's ? 

All time's miſpent, each hour 15 caſt away, - 

That's not imploy'd upon his Della - 

Gifts muſt be given to Della : No coſt, 

If ſweeteſt Delzla bur ſmile, 1 loſt : 

No joy can pleaſe, no happineſs can crown 

His beſt defires, if Dzlila bur frown : : 

No good can bleſs his amorous heart, bur this, 

He's Delila's, and Delzla 1s his. 

Now when the louder breath of fame had blown 

Her news-proclaiming Trumpet, and made known 

This lovers pailion to the joyful cars 

Ofthe cow'd Philiſtines 3 their nimble fears BY 

L 3 Advis'd 
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Advis'd their better hopes, not to negle& 

So fair advantage, which may bring r effe& 

Their beſt defires, and right their waſted land 

Of all her wrongs, by a ſecurer hand : 

With that ſome few of the PhiJif{ian Lords 

Repair to Delzla, with baited words 

They rempt the frailty of the ſimple Maid, 

And having ſworn her to their Council, ſaid : 
Fair Della, thou canſt not chooſe but know 

The miſeries of our Land: whoſe ruines ſhow 

The danger, whereinto not we, but all, 

If thou deny thy helpful hand, muſt fall : 

Thoſe fruitful fields, that offer d, bt of late, 

Their plenteous favours to our proſperous State 3 

See- how they lie a ruinous heap, and void 

Of all thetr plenty, waſted, and deſiroy'd : 

Our common ſoe hath ſported with our lives, _ 

Hath ſlain our children, and deſiroy'd our wives 2 

Alas, our poor diſtreſſed Land doth groan 

Under that miſchief that his hands have done 3 

Widows implore thee, and poor Orphans tongues 

Call to fatr Delila, to right their wrongs * 

It lies z#n thee to belp 3, thy belpful hand 

May have the glory to revenge thy Land 3 

For which oxr thank ſul Nation ſhall allow 

Not only honoar,' but reward ; and thou, 

From every hand that's preſent here, ſhalt gain 

Above a thouſand Sicles for thy pain. 

To whom fair Delila, whom reward had ty'd 

To fatisfie her own defires, repli'd ; [ My Lords , 
My humble ſervice I acknowledge due, 

Firſt to my natzve Conntry, next to you © 

If Heaven and fortune have inricht my hand 

' With ſo much power to relieve our Land, 

hen ere your Honors pleaſe to call me to zt, 

Believe it, Delila ſhall dye, or do it © 
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Say then (my Lord's) wherein my power may do 
This willing ſervice to my land, or you. 
Thou hzow'st (ſay they) no ſorces can withſtand 
The mighty ſirength of curſed Sampſon's band 3 
He Yuines Armies, and does overthrow 
Our greateft bands, nay, Kingdoms at a blow 3 
The limits of hus, more than manly, powers 
Are not confin'd, nor i his arm libe ours: 
His ſtrength is more than man, his conquering arm 
Hath, ſure, th" aſfiſtance of ſome potent charm; 
Which nothing but the glory of thine eyes 
( Wherein a far more flrong enchantment lies) 
Can overthrow : he's pris ner to thine eye, 
Nor cant thou asþ, what Sampſon can deny : 
The ſweetneſs of thy Language hath the Art 
To dive znto the ſecrets of hus beart 3 
Move Sampſon then : unbar bis bolted breft, 
And let his deafned ears attain no reft, 
Until bis eye-enchanted tongue replzes, 
And tells thee where his hidden power lies © 
Urge him to whiſper #n thy private ear, 
And to repoſe his magich myſPry there 3 
How, by what means, his ſtrength may be betray'd 
To bonds, and how his power may be allay'd 
That we may right theſe wrongs, which his proud band 
Hath rudely offer” d to our ruinous land : 
In this thou ſhalt obtain the reputation 
To be the ſole Redeemer of thy Nation, 
Whoſe wealth ſhall crown thy loyalty with a meed 
Due to the merits of ſo ſair a deed. 
Whereto fair Della” \ mcg hearr was tyed 
To Sampſor's love for her own ends) replied: 
My honourable Lords : If my ſucceſs 
In theſe your jt emplozments prove no leſs 
Than my deſires, I ſhould think my pains 
Rewarded in the aftion : If the =_ 
| &5 
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Of Sampſon's beadſfirong power were in my hands, 
Theſe lips ſhould vow performance, your commands 
Should mas, nm #n the loyal bref 

Of your true ſervant, who would never ref, 

Till ſhe had done the deed ; But, know my Lords, 

If the poor frailty of a womans words 

May ſhake ſo great a power, and prevail, 

My beft advisd endeavours Pry non fa#l 

Tv- be employ'd, I make a ſudden tryal, 


And quickly ſpeed, or find a foul denials 


Meditat. XX. 


R_—_— Sampſon ! Could nor Azza ſmother 
Thy flaming luft, but muſt thou find another ? 
Js th' old grown ftale? and feck'ſt thou for a new ? 
Alas, where Two's too many, Three's too few 3 
Man's ſoul is infinire, and never tires | 
In the extenſion of her own defires ; 

The ſprightly nature of his a&ive mind 

Aims ſhll ar further ; will not be confin'd 

To th' poor dimenſions of fleſh and blood ; 
Something it ſtill defires : Covers good ; 

Would fain be happy, in the (weer enjoyment 
Of whar it proſecures, with the employment 
Of beſt endeavours ; but it cannot find 

So great a good, but ſomething's ſtill behind : 
It firſt propounds, applauds, deſires, endeavours 3 
Atlaſt enjoys ; but (like ro men in feyours, 
Who fancy alway thoſe things that are worſt ) 
The more it drinks, the more it 1s a thirſt ; 

The fruitful Earth (whole nature is the worſe 
For fin 3 with man partaker in the curſe) 

Aims ar perfetion 3 and would fain bring forth 


(4s firſt it did) things of the greareſt ont 3 


Her 
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Her colder womb endeavours (as of old) 
To ripen all her Metals unto Gold ; 
O, but that ſin-procured curſe hath chill'd 
The heart of pregnant nature, and hath fill'd 
Her barren ſeed with coldnefs, which does hurk 
In her faint womb, that her more perfe& work 
Is hindred ; and, for want of heat brings forth 
Imperfect metals of a baſer worth : 
Even ſo the ſoul of man in her firſt ſtate, 
Receiv'd a power and a will to that 
Which was moſt pure, and good ; but, ſince the loſs 
Of that fair freedom, only trades in droſs. 
Aims ſhe at wealth? Alas, her proud dcfire 
Strives for the beſt 3 bur failing to mount higher 
Than Earth, her error graples, and rakes hold 
On that, which Earth can only give her, Gold. 
Aims ſhe at glory ? her ambition flies 
As high a pitch as her dull wings can riſe ; 
But, failing in her ſtrength, ſhe leaves to ſtrive, 
And takes ſuch honour, as baſe Earth can give. 
Aims ſhe at pleaſure ? her defires extend 
To laſting joys, whoſe pleaſures have no end 
But wanting wings, ſhe grovels on the duſt, 
And there ſhe lights upon a carnal luſt ; 
Yet ne'rtheleſs, th* aſpiring foul defires 
A mw good ; bur, wanting thoſe ſweet fires, 
Whoſe heat ſhould perfe& her unrip'ned will, 
Cleaves to th' apparent good, which good is ill ; 
Whoſe ſiweer enjoyment being far unable 
To give a fatisfattion anſwerable 
To her unbounded wiſhes, leaves a thirſt 
Of re-enjoyment, greater than the firſt. 
Lord, when our fruitleſs fallows are. grown cold, 
And out of heart, we can enrich the mould 
With a new heat z we can reſtore again _ 
Her weakned foil, and _ It apt for grain 5 
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And wilt thou ſuffer our faint ſouls, to lie 
Thus unmanur'd,that is thy husbandry ? 

They bear no other bulk bur idle weeds, 

Alas, they have no heart, no hear ; thy ſeeds 

Are caſt away, until thou pleaſe i inſpire 

New ſtrength, and quench them with thy ſacred fire. 
Stir thou my fallows, and enrich my mould, 

And they ſhall bring thee encreaſe a hundred-fold, 


————— 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Falſe Delila acrofts her Lover : 
Her lips endeavour to entice 
Hrs gentle nature to diſcover 
Hrs ſlrength : Sampſon decezves her thrice. 


> _— 
— 


SECT: XXL 


g OO N asoccafion lent our Champions ear 

To - Delila, which could not chooſe bur hear, 
If Delila but whiſper'd; ſhe, whoſe wiles 

Were neatly baired with her ſimple ſmiles, 

Accoſted Sampſon, her alluring hand 

Somerimes would ftroke'his temples, ſometime ſpand 
His brawny arm ; ſometimes would gently gripe 

His finewy wriſt; another while would wipe - 

His ſweating brows ; -her wanton fingers plaid, 
Sometimes, with his fair locks '; ſometimes would braid 
His long diſhevell'd hair 3 her eyes one while 
Would ſteal a glance upon tys eyes, and ſmile ; 

And then her crafty lips would ſpeak ; then ſmother 
Her broken ſpeech ; and then begin another : 

Ar laſt, as if a ſudden thought had brake 

From the fair priſon of her lips, ſhe ſpake 3 


How poor a Griſlle is this arm of mine ! 
Methinks *tus nothing in reſpect of thine ; 

I'd rather feel the power of thy love, 

Than of thy hands in that my heart would prove 


The fiouter Champion, and would make thee yield, 


And leave thee captive in the conquer'd field. 
The firength of my affet:0n paſſes thine, 

As much as thy vittorious arm does mine 3 

The greateft conquet then is due to me 2 

Thou conquer” otners, but I conquer thee 2 

Bit ſay my love, us it ſome hidden charm, 

Or does thy ſtock of youth enrich thy arm 

With ſo great power that can overthrow, 

And conquer mighty Kingdoms at a blow ? 
What cauſe have I to joy? 1 need not fear 

The greateft danger, now my Sampſon's here : 
1 fear no Kebels now ; methinks thy power 
Makes me a Princeſs, and my houſe a Tower : 
But ſay, my love, if Delila ſhould find thee 
Loft in a ſleep, could not her fingers bind thee ? 
Methinks they ſhould : But 1 would ſcorn to make 
So poor a conqueft $ when th art broad awake, 
Teach me the trick : Or if thou wilt deny me; 
Know, that my own invention ſhall ſupply me, 
Without thy help : Ile uſe a womans charms, 
And bind thee faft within theſe circled arms : 


To whom the Champion ſmiling, thus replied : 


Take the green Ofters that were never dryed, 
And bind thy Sampſon's wriſts together, then 
He (hall be faft, and weak as other men : 

With that the Philiſtines that lay 1n wait 


Within an ears command, commanded ſtraight 

Thar Ofiers ſhould be brought 3 wherewith ſhe tyed 
Victorious Sampſon's joyned hands, and cryed ; 
Sampſon, make haſte, and let thy firength appear : 


Sampſon take heed, the Philiftines are bere« - 
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He ſtarts, and as the flaming fire cracks 

The flender ſubſtance of th' untwiſted flax, 

. He twitcht in ſunder his divided bands, | 

And in a moment freed his faſtned hands . 

With that offended Del;/2 bewraid 

A frown, half fiveetned with a ſmile, and ſaid, 
Think'ft thou, thy Delila does go about 

T intrap thy life ? Or can my Sampſon doubt 

To lodge a ſecret zn the loyal bref 

Of faithſul Della, that finds no re, 

No happineſs, but 3n thy heart, alone, 

Whoſe joy 1 prize far dearer than my own ? 

Why then ſhouldſt thou deceiveme, and ampart 

So foul a falſheod to ſo true a heart ? 

Come, grant my ſuit, and let that ſaithleſs tongue 

Make love amends, which hath done love this wrong : 

To whom diſſembling Sampſon thus replied; 

Take twiſted ropes, whoſe ſirength was never tryed, 

And tye theſe cloſed bands together, then 

1 ſhall be faſt, and weak as other men : 

With that ſhe bound him cloſe 3 and having made 

The knot more ſure, than her love's, ſhe ſaid 

Sampſon ariſe, and take thy ſtrength upon thee, 

Sampſon make baſie, the Philiſtines are on thee * 

He ſtraight aroſe, and as a ſtriving hand - 

Would break a finged thred, he cracks the band 

Thar bound his arms, he crackt the bands in (under 3 

Bur frowning Delzla, whoſe heart did wonder 

No leſs, than vex, being fill'd with diſcontent, 

She ſaid, Falſe Lover, 1j thy beart had meant 

What thy fair tongue had formerly profeſt, 

Thou nt'r badſt bept thy ſecrets from my breft : 

Wherezn bath Delila been found unjuſt, 

Not to deſerve the honour of thy truft ? 

Wherein have I been faithleſs or diſloyal ? 

Or what requeſt of thine &r found denial ? 
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Hd 1 but been ſo wiſe, as to deny, 

Sampſon might beg'd, and mift, as well as 1 : 
But *tis my fortune, ſtill to be moft free 

To thoſe, that are the moſt reſerud to me © 

Be not 3ngrateful, Samplon ; 1f my bre(? 

Were but as falſe, as-thine is hard, I'd rift 

To tempt thy ſilence, or to move my ſuit : 

| Speak then, but ſpeak the truth, or elſe be mute. 
To whom fond Sampſon : If thy hands would tye 
Theſe locks to youder beam, they will deſcry 

| My native weakneſs 3, and thy Sampſon ther 

| Would be, as poor in firength, as other men. 

| $o ſaid 3 her bufie fingers ſoon obey'd, 

His locks being platted to the Beam, ſhe ſaid :. 
| Sampſon beſtir thee 3 and let thy power appear, 
Sampſon tabe heed, the Philiſtines are here - 

| With that he quits the place (whereon he lay 
Faln faſt aſleep) and bore the Beam away. 
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g EE how the crafty Serpent twiſts and winds 
Into the breaſt of man! what paths he finds, 
And crooked by-ways ! with how ſweet a bait 

He hides the hook of his imveterate hate ! 

What ſugar*d words, and ear-delighting Art 

He uſes, to ſupplant the yielding heart 

Of poor deceived man, who ſtands and truſts 
Upon the broken ſtaff of his falſe luſts ? 
Hetempts, allures, ſuggeſts, and in concluſion, 
Makes man the Pander to his own confuſion : 

The frujt was fair and pleaſing to the eyes, 
Apt to breed knowledge, and ro make 6d wiſe ; 
Muſt they not taſte ſo fair a fruit, nor touch ? 

Yes, do: *Twill make you gods, and know as much 


As 
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As he that made it : Think you, you canfall 
Into death's hands? Ye oy fu dye ar all. 
Thus fell poor man : his knowledge proved ſuch, 
Better 't had been he had not known ſo much : 
Thus this old Serpent rakes advantage till 
On our deſires, and diſtzmper'd will ; 
Art thou gro:vn coverous ? Would(t thou fain be rich ? 
He comes and ſtrikes thy heart with the dry irch 
Of having : Wealth will rouze thy heartleſs Friends 
Make thee a potent Maſter of thy ends 3 
*T«v1ll bring thee honour, make thy ſuits at Law 
Proſper at will, and keep thy foes in awe. 
Art thou ambitious ? he will kindle fire 
In thy proud thoughts, and make thy thoughts aſpire ; 
He'll comeand teach thy Honour how to ſcorn 
Thy old acquaintance, whom than haſt outworn : 
He'll teach thee how to Lord ir, and advance 
Thy ſervants fortunes with thy countenance. 
Wouldft thou enjoy the pleaſures of the fleſh? 
He'll bring thee wanton Ladies to refreſh 
Thy drooping ſoul : he'll teach thine eyes to wander ; 
Inſtru& thee how to woo z he'll be thy Pander : 
He'll fill thy a:nourous ſoul with the ſweet paſſion 
Of powerful Love ; he'll give thee diſpenſation 
To fin at pleaſure ; he will make thee ſlave 
To thy own thoughts ; he'll make thee beg and crave 
To he a drudge ; he'll make thy treacherous breath 
Deſtroy thee, and betray thee ro thy death. 
Lord, if our Father 41am could not ſtay 
In his upright perfe&ion, one poor day 3 
How can it be expeced, we have power 
To hold our Siege, one icruple of an hour ? 
Our arms are bound with too unequal bands ; 
We cannot ſtrive 3 we cannot. looſe our hands. 
Great Nz2r#tz, awake, and look upon us: | 
Make haſte ro help, the Phzliſtines are on us. ME” 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


She ſues again : Sampſon replies 
The very truth : Her lips betray him : 

They bind him ; they put out his eyes, 

And to the priſon they convey him. 


SECT. XXIL 


\V Ith that, the wanton, whoſe diftruſtful eye | ? 
Was fixt upon reward, made this reply ; j 

| Had the denial of my poor requeſ 

| Proceeded from th inexorable bre bj 

Of one, whoſe open hatred ſought t” indanger SHAW 

Ky haunted life ; or had it been a ſtranger, FR 

Toat wanted ſo much nature, to deny F388 

The doing of a common courteſze 3 &: 

Nay, bad it been a friend that had deceiv'd me, 

An ordinary friend, it ner had griev'd me : 

But thou, even thou, my boſom-friend, that art : ; 

The only joy of my deceived heart 5 t 

Nay thou, whoſe honey-dropping lips ſo often | 

Did plead thy undiſſembled love, and ſoften [Wi 

My dear affettion, which could never yield *F 

To eaſrer terms, by thee to be begnil'd ? f 

How often baft thou mockt my ſlender ſuit 

With forged falſhood ? hadft thou but been mute, 

I ner bad hop'd! but being fairly led 

Towards my prompt deſires, which were fed 

With my falſe hopes, and thy falſe hearted tongue, 

And then beguil'd ? 1 hold it as a wrong : 

How canft thou ſay thou loſt me ? How can 1 

Think but thou hat'ſt me, when thy lips deny 
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So poor a ſuit ? Alas, my fond defrre '<L 
Had ſlak'd, had not denial blown the fire : 
Grant then at laſt, and let thy open breſt 
Sbew that thou lov't ms, grant my fair requeſt : 
Speak, or ſpeak not, thy Delila ſhall give or 
To urge; ber lips ſhall never urge thee more : 
To whom the yielding Lover-thus betray'd 
His heart, being tortur'd unto death, and faid ; 
My Dear, my Delila z I cannot fland 
Againſt ſo ſweet a pleader, #n thy hand 
1 bere zntruſt, and to thy breft impart 
Thy Sampſon's 13ſe, : and ſecrets of his heart ; 
Know then my Delila, that I was born 
A Nazarite 3 theſe locks were never ſhors 
No Razor yet came er upon my crown 3 
There lies my ſtrength, with them my firength 7s gone 2 
Were they but ſhaven, my Delila 3 O, then 
Thy Sampſon ſhould be weak, as other men 3 
No ſooner had he ſpoken, but he ſpread 
His body on the floor, his drowzy head 
He pillow'd on her lap, uni, ar laſt 
He fell into a ſleep ; and being faſt, 
She clipt his locks from off his careleſs head, 
And beckning the Philitians in, ſhe ſaid; 
Sampſon awake ; take ftrength and curage on thee ; 
Sampſon ariſe, the Philiſtines are on thee : 
Even as a Dove, whoſe wings are clipr tor flying, 
Flurrers her idle ſtumps, and ſtill's relying 
Upon her wonted refuge, ſtrives in vain, 
To quit her life from danger, and attain 
The freedom of her air-diyiding plumes 
She ſtruggles often, and ſhe oft preſumes 
To rake the Sanctuary of the open fields ; 
Bur, finding that her hopes are vam, ſhe yields : 
Even ſo poor Sampſon (trighted at rhe found, 
That rouz'd him from his reſt) forſook the ground; 


. 
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Perceiving the Philifians there at hand 
To take him priSner, he began ro ſtand 
Upon his wonted guard 3 his threatning breath 
Brings torth the Prologue to their following death : 
He rouz'd himſelf, and like a Lion, ſhook 
His drowZy limbs, and with a cloudy look, 
( Foreteliing boiſtrous and tempeſtuous weather) 
Defi'd each one, defi'd them all rogerher. 
Now when he came to grapple, he upheav'd 
| His mighty hand, but now (alas bereav'd 
Of wonted _ that confounding arm 
J (That could no leſs than murther) did no harm ; 
1 Blow was exchang'd for blow, and wound for wound 3 
| He that of late diſdained to give ground, 
& Flies back apace, who lately ſtain'd the field 
I With conquer'd blood, does now begin to yield 3 
7 He that of late brake twiſted Ropes in twain 


E! I; bound with packthread: he that did diſdain 


! To fear the power of an armed Band, 

Can now walk pris'ner in a ſingle hand : 

| Thus have the treacherous Phzliſtines betray'd 

| Poor captive Sampſon : Sampſon now obey'd : 
Thoſe glowing eyes, that whirled death abour, 
Where &'r they view'd, their curſed hands pur out. 
They let him pris'ner, and convey'd him down 

. To ſtrong wall'd 4zz4 (that Phzliftian Town, - 
Whoſe gates his ſhoulders lately bore away) 
There, inthe common priſon, did they lay 
Diſtreſſed Sampſox, who obtain'd no meat, 

But what he purchas'd with his painful fweart : 
For every day they urg'd him ro fulfil 

His twelve-hours taſk, at the laborious Mill : 
And when his waſted ſtrength began to rire, 
They quicken his bare fides with whips of wire. 
Fil'd was the Town with joy and triumph : All, 
From the high Prince to th' Cobler on the ſtall, 
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Rept holy-day whilſt every voice became 
Hoarſe as the Trump of news-divulging fame ; 
All rongues were fill'd with ſhouts ; and every ear 
Was grown impatient of the whiſperer : 

So general was their triumph, their applauſe, 
That children ſhouted e'r they knew a cauſe : 
The better ſort betook- them to their knees, 
Dagon muſt worſhip'd be ; Dagon that frees 
Both Sea and Land ; Dagon, that did ſubdue 

Our common foe : Dagon muſt have his due : 
Dagon muft have his praiſe 5 muit have his prize © 
Dagon muſt bave bis holy Sacrifice : 

Dagon has bronght to our vittorious band 

Proud Sampſon : Dagon has redeem'd our land : 
we call to Dagon, and our Dagon hears; 

Our groans are come to holy Dagon's ears 3 

To Dagon ail renown and glory be ; 

where zs there ſuch another god as be ? 
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H O W 1s our ſtory chang'd ? O more than ſirange 
4 Effects of fo ſmall time! O ſudden change ! 
Ts this that holy Nazarite, for whom 

Heaven ſhew'd a miracle on the barren womb ? 

Is this that holy thing, againſt whoſe birth 

Angels muſt quit their Thrones, and viſit Earth ? 

Is this that bleſſed Infant, that began 

To grow in favour ſo with God and man,? 

Whar, 15 this he, who ſtrengthen'd by Heavens hand 
Was born a Champion to redeem the land ? 

Ts this that man, whoſe courage did conteſt 

With a fierce Lion, grapling breſt to breſt ; 

And in a twinkling tore him quite in ſunder ? 

Is this the Conqueror whoſe arm did thunder 


Upon 
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Upon the met of Asbelon, the power 
Of whoſe bent Fiſt ſlew thirty in an hour ? 
I this the daring Conqueror, whoſe hand 
Thraſht the proud Philiſtines in their waſted Land ? 
And was this He, that with the help of none, 
Deſtroy'd a thouſand with a filly Bone ? 
Or He, whoſe wriſts, being bound together, did 
Break Cords like Flax, and double Ropes like Thrid ? 
Is this the Man, whoſe hands unhing'd thoſe Gates, 
And bare themthence, with Pillars, Bars, and Grates? 
And is he turn'd a Mil-Horſe now ? and blind? 
Muſt this great Conqueror be forc'd to grind 
For Bread and Water ? Muſt this Hero ſpend 
His later times in drudgery ? Muſt he end 
{ His weary days in darkneſs ? Muſt his hire 
Be knotted Cords, and torturing Whips of Wire ? 
*| Where Heay'n withdraws, the Creatures power ſhakes: 
* Whar miſery's wanting there, where God forſakes ? 
| Had Sampſon not abus'd his borrow'd power, 
Sampſon had ſtill remain'd a Conquerour : 
The Philifitnes did ad his partz No doubr 
His eyes offended, and they pluckt them our : 
Heaven will be juſt : He puniſhes a fin 
Ofr in the member thar he finds it 1n. 
When faithleſs Zacharias did become 
Too curious, his lips were ſtrucken dumb : 
Sanpſon, whoſe luſiful view did over-prize 
Unlawful Beauty, 's pumfhr 1n his eyes 3 
Thoſe flaming eyes (educ'd his wanton mind 
To a@ a fin; thoſe eyes are ſtricken blind 
The Beaury he invaded, did invade him, 
And that fair tongue, that bleſi him ſo, berray'd him: 
That ſtrength, intemperare luſt employ'd fo ill, 
Is now a driving the laborious Mill ; : 
Thoſe naked fides, fo pleas'd with Jufts defire, 
Are now as naked, laſht with Whips of Wire. 
Aa Lord, 
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Lord, ſhould'ſt thon puniſh tvery in me 
Thar does offend, what member would be free ? 
Each member a&s his part: they never lin 
Until they joyh, atid make a Body of fin : 

Make fin my burthen ; Ler ir never pleaſe me; 
And thou haſt promis'd, when I come, to eaſe me. 


a. _ 


THE ARGUMENT. 


They make 4 Feaſt : And then to crown 
Their mirth, blind Sampſon z brovght thither : 
He pulls the mighty Pillars down : 
The Building falls : All ſlain together. 


SECT. XXIIL 


Hus whenthe vulgar Triumph (which does laſt 

But ſeldome longer rhan the news) was paſt ; 
And Dagor's holy Altars had ſurceaſt | 

To breathe their idle fumes ; they calld a Feaſt, 

A common Feaſt; whoſe bounty did bewray 

A common joy to gratulate the day 3 - 

Whereto the Princes, under whoſe command 

Each Province was, in their divided Land ; 

Whereto the Lords Lieutenants, and all thoſe, 

To whom the Supreme Rulers did repoſe 

An under-truſt ; whereto the better fort 

Of Gentry, and of Commons did reſort, 

With mirth, and jolly triumph, to allay 

Their ſorrows, and to folemnize the day; 

Into the common Hall rhey come : the Hall 

Was large and fair 3 Her arched Roof was all 

Builded with maffie ſtone, and over-laid 

With ponderons Lead : Two fturdy Pillats ſtay'd . 
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Her mighty Raftersup ; whereon rely'd 
The mighty burthen of her lofty pride. 
When lnſty Diet, and the frolick Cup 
Had rouz'd and rar'd their quickied ſpirits np, 
And brave triumphing Bacchus had diſpſai'd 
His conquering colours in their Cheeks, they ſaid : 
Call Sampſon forth 3 be muſt not work to day 
"Tis a boon Feaſt ; well give him leave to play; 
Does he grinde bravely ? Does our Mill-horſe ſweat ? 
Let him lack nothing; what he wants in meat, 
Supply in laſhes ;' He us firong and ſtout, 
And with his breath can drive the Mill about : 
He works too hard, we fear : Go down, and free him ; 
Say that his Miftriſs Delila would ſee him : 
The fight of him will make our ours ſhort : 
Go from him then to make our Honours ſport. 
Bid him provide ſome Riddles ; let him bring 
Some Song of Triumph 3 be that's blind, may ſing 
with better boldneſs. Bid him never donbt 
To pleaſe : what matter though his eyes be out ? 
"Tis no diſhonour that he cannot ſee 3 
Tell him the God of Love's as blind as he. 
Withthat they brought poor Sampſort to the Hall : 
And as he paſt, he gropes to find the wall ; 
His pace was ſlow; his feer were lifted high 
Each tongue would taunt him 3 every ſcorrful eye 
Was fill'd with laughter 3 ſome would cry aloud, 
He walks in flate 3” his Lordſhip is grown proud : 
Some bids his Honour, Hale, whilſt others caſt 
Reproachful termsupon him, as he paſt : 
Some would falute him fairly, and embrace 
His wounded fides, then ſpit upon his Face : 
Others would cry, For ſhame forbear t abuſe 
The high and great Redeemer of the Fews: 
Some gibe and flout him with rhejr taunts and quips, 
Whilſt others flurt him on the ſtarting lips : 
4 F A 
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Lord, ſhould'ſt thon puniſh tvery in me 

"Thar does offend, what member would be free ? 

Each member as his part: they never lin 

Until they joyh, atid make a Body of fin : 


Make fin my burthen ; Let it never pleaſe me; 
And thou haſt promis'd, when Icome, to caſe me. 


__ 


THE ARGUMENT. 


They make a Feaſt : And then to crown | 
Their mirth, blind Sampſon z5 broxght thither : 
He pulls the mighty Pillars down : 
The Building falls : All ſlain together. 


PY 


SECT. XXIIL 


Hus whenthe vulgar Triumph (which does laſt 
But ſeldome longer rhan the news) was paſt 3 
And Dagor's holy Altars had ſurceaſt 
To breathe their idle fumes ; rhey calld a Feaſt, 
A common Feaſt ; whoſe bounty did bewray 
A common joy to gratulate the day 3 
Whereto the Princes, under whoſe command 
Each Province was, in their divided Land 
Whereto the Lords Lieutenants, and all thoſe, 
To whom the Supreme Rulers did repoſe 
An under-truſt ; whereto the berter fort 
Of Gentry, and of Commons did reſort, 
With mirth, and jolly triumph, to allay 
Their ſorrows, and to ſolemnize the day; 
Into the common Hall they come : the Hall 
Was large and fair ; Her arched Roof was all 
Builded with mafſie ſtone, and over-laid 
With ponderons Lead : Two ſturdy Pillats flay'd - l 
0 . Her 
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Her mighty Rafters up ; whereon rely'd 
The mighty burthen of her lofty pride. 
When lnſty Diet, and the frolick Cup 
Had rouz'd and rar'd their quickmed ſpirits np, 
And brave triumphing Bacchus had diſplar'd 
His conquering colours in their Cheeks, they ſaid : 

Cal! Sampſon forth 3 he muſt not work to day 3 
"Tis a boon Feaſt 5 well give him leave to play; 
Does he grinde bravely ? Does our Mill-horſe ſweat ? 
Let him lack nothing; what he wants in meat, 
Supply in laſhes ; He is flrong and ſtout, 
And with his breath can drive the Mill about : 
He works too hard, we fear : Go down, and free him ; 
Say that his Miftriſs Delila would ſee him : 
The fight of him will make our kours ſhort : 
Go yu him then to make our Honours ſport. 
Bid bim provide ſome Riddles ;, let him bring 
Some Song of Triumph 3 be that's blind, may ſing 
With better boldneſs. Bid him never doubt 
To pleaſe : what matter though his eyes be out ? 
"Tis no diſhonour that he cannot ſee 3, 
Tell him the God of Love's as blind as he. 
With that they brought poor' Sampſon to the Hall : | 
And as he paſt, he gropes to find the wall ; | 
His pace was ſlow; his feer were lifted high ; | : 
Each tongue would taunt him ; every ſcorrful eye | 
Was fill'd with laughter 3 ſome would cry aloud, 
He: walks in Flate 3 his Lordſhip is grown proud : of 
Some bids his Honour, Hale, whilſt others caſt +4 
Reproachful rermsupon him, as he paſt : | 
Some would falute him fairly, and embrace | 
His wounded fides, then ſpit upon his Face : 
Others would cry, For ſhame forbear t abuſe | 
The high and great Redeemer of the Jews: 
Some gibe and flout him with their taunts and quips, 
Whilſt others flurt him on the ſtarting lips : 
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With that poor Sampſon, whoſe abundant grief, 
Not finding hopes of comfort or relicf, 
Reſolv'd for patience : Turning round, he made 
Some ſhift ro feel his Keeper out, and ſaid, 
Good Sir, my painſul labour in the Mill 
Hath made me bold (although againſt my will) 
To crave ſome little reſt 5 If you will pleaſe 
To let the Pillar but afford ſome eaſe 
To my worn limbs, your mercy ſhall zelzeve 
A Soul that has no more but thanks to give. 
- The Keeper yielded : (Now the Hall was fill'd 
With Princes, and their People that beheld 
Abuled Sampſon 3 whilſt the Roof retain'd 
A leaſh of thouſands more, whoſe eyes were chain'd 
To this ſad Obje&, with a dull delight, 
To ſee this fleſh-and-blood-relenting ſight} 
With that the Pris'ner turn'd himſelf, and pray'd 
So ſoft, that none but Heaven conld hear, and faid, 
My God, my God : Although my ſins do cry 
For greater vengeance, yet thy gracious eye 
Is ſull of mercy 3 O, remember now 
The gentle Promiſe, and that ſacred Vow 
Thou mad'ſt to ſaithſul Abraham, and his Seed ; 
O hear my wounded Soul, that has leſs need 
Of liſe, than mercy 3 Let thy tender ear 
Make good thy plenteous promiſe now, and hear z 
See, how thy curſed enemies prevail 
Above my ſtrength : Behold, how pooy and frail 
My native power is, and, wanting thee, 
that zs there, Oh, what is there (Lord) in me ! 
Nor z ut I that ſuffer : My deſert 
May challenge greater vengeance, if thou wert 
Extreme to puniſh : Lord, the wrong us thine 3 
The puniſhment u juſt, and only mine. 
I am thy Champion, Lord ;, 1t zs not me 
ry ſtrike at 3, through my ſides they thruſt at thee 3 
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Aeainſt thy Glory "tis their malice lies; 

They amd at that, when they put ont theſe eyes 5; 

Alas, their blood-bedabPd bands would fly 

On thee, wert thou but cloath'd in fleſh, as 1 : 

Revenge thy wrongs, Great God ;, © let thy hand 

Redeem thy (uff ring honour, and this Land : 

Lend me thy power ;, r:new-my waſted flrength, 

That I may fight thy Battels, and at length, 

Reſcue thy Glory : that my hands may do 

That faithful (eruice they were born nnto ; 

Lend me thy power, that 1 may reſtore 

Thy loſs, and 1 will never urge thee more, 

Thus having ended, both his arms he laid 

Upon the Pullars of the Hall, and faid ; 

Thus with the Philiſtines 77 reſſgn my breath ; 

And let my God find Glory in my death. 

And having ſpoke, his yielding Body ſtrain'd 

Upon rhoſe Marble Pillars, that ſuſtain'd 

The pond'rous Roof; they crackt, and, with their fall, 

Down fell the Battlements, and Roof, and all ; 

And with their ruines ſlaughter'd at a blow 

The whole Aſſembly; they that were below 

Receiy'd their ſudden deaths from thoſe that fel! 

From off the top ; whilſt none was left to tell 

The horrid ſhrieks that fill'd the ſpacious Hall, 

Whoſe ruines were impartial, - and ſlew all : 

They fell, and with an unexpeRed blow, 

Gave every one his Death, and Burial too. X 
Thus dy'd our Sawpſon, whoſe brave death has won 

More honour, than his honour'd life had done : 

Thus dy*d our Conqueror, whoſe lateſt breath 

Was crown'd with Conqueſt ; triumph'd over death : 

Thus dy*d- our Sampſon, whoſe laſt drop of blood 

Redeem'd Heav'ns Glory, and his Kingdoms Good : 

Thus dy'd Heav'ns Champion, and theearths bright glory, 


The heavenly Subject of this ſacred Story; 
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And thus th' impartial hand of death, that gathers 
All to the Grave, repos'd him with his Fathers ; 
Whoſe name ſhall flouriſh, and be ſtill in prime, 
In ſpight of ruine, or the teerh of Time 3 

Whoſe fame ſhall laſt, till Heaven ſhall pleaſe to free 
This Earth from ſin, and time ſhall ceaſe to be. 


Meditat. X XI11. 


- 


Apes of fin 1s death: The day is come, 
Wherein the equal hand of death nwſt ſumme 
The ſeveral Items of man's fading Glory, 
Into the eafic total of one Story : 
The brows that ſweat for Kingdoms, and renown, 
To glorifie their Temples with a Crown ; 
Art length grow cold, and leave their honour'd name 
To flouriſh in th* uncertain blaſt of Fame: 
This 1s the height that glorious Mortals can 
Attain; this 1s the higheſt pitch of Man : 
The quilted Quarters of the Earths great Ball, 
Whoſe unconfined limits were too ſmall 
For his extreme Ambitionto deſerve, | 
Six Foot of length, and three of breadth muſt ſerye ; 
This 1s the higheſt pitch that Man can flye; 
And after all his Triumph, he muſt dye. 
Lives he in wealth ? Does well deſerved ſtore 

Limit his wiſh, that he can wiſh no more ? 
And does the faireſt bounty of encreaſe 
Crown him with plenty, and his Days with peace ? 
Ir 15a right-hand Bleſſing ; Burt ſupply 
Of wealth cannot ſecure him; He muſt dye. 
Lives he in Pleaſure ? Does perpetual mirth 
Lend: him a little Heaven upon this Earth ? 
Meets he no ſullen care, no ſudden loſs 
To cgol his joys? Breathes ne without a craſs ? 

EB Wants 
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Wants he no pleaſure thar his wanton eye 

Cin crave or hope from Fortune ? He muſt dye. 
Lives he in Honour ? Hath his fair deſert 

Obrain'd the freedom of hys Princes heart ? 

Or may his more familiar hands disburſe 

His liberal favours from the Royal Purſe ? 

Alas, his Honour cannot ſoar too high 

For pale-fac'd Death to follow : He muſt die... 
Liveshe a Conquerour ? And doth Heaven bleſs 

His heart with ſpiric 3 thart ſpirit with ſucceſs ; 

Succeſs, with Glory; Glory, with a Name, 

To live with the Eternity of Fame ? 

The progreſs of his laſting Fame may vie 

With time 3 But yet the Conqueror muſt die. 
Great, and good God : Thou Lord of life and death; 

In whom the Creature hath his being, breath; 

Teach me to under-prize this life, and I 

Shall find my loſs the eafier when I dye; 

So raiſe my feeble thoughts, and dull deſire, 

That when theſe yain and weary days expire, 

I may diſcard my fleſh with joy, and quit _.. * 

My better part of this falſe Earth; and it 

Of ſome more fin; and for this tranſitory 

And tedious life, enjoy a life of Glory. 


The End. 
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| Eaders, now you have them, may 
| ' the end of my pains be the be- 
ginning of your pleaſures. Ex- 
| cuſe me m— ſo high, elſe 
| give me lieveto excuſe my ſelf; Indeed [ 
| flew with Eagles Feathers, otherwiſe Thad 
| not flown, or faln. It is the Song of Songs, 
| I here preſent you with - The Author, King 
| SOLOMON, #he wiſeſt of Kings 5 
| The matter, myſtical, the divineſt of .ſub- 
jets; The Speakers; CHRIST, the 
Bride-Groom 3 the CHQORCH, the 
Bride 3 The end, to invite you all to the 
Wedding. | 


Fareyel. 
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_ BRIDE-GROOM. 


Oſanpa to the Higheſt, Foy betade 
The Heavenly Bride-Groom, aud his Holy Bride 
Let Heaven above be fill'd with Sougs, 
£28 Earth triumph below 3 
For pver filent be thoſe tongues, 
That can be ſilent now. 
703 Rocks, - and Stones, I charge you all to break 
Tour flinty ſilence, if men ceaſe to ſpeak. < 
Jos that profeſs the ſacred Art, 
Or now, or never ſhew it, 
Plead not yeur Muſe #5 out of heart, 
Here's that creates a Poet, 
Be raviſht Earth to ſee this Contratt driven, 
*Twixt ſinful Man, and reconciled Heaven. 
Diſmount you Nuire of Angels 3, come, 
With Men, your joys diviat 3 
- Araven never ſhew'd ſo ſweet a Groom, 
Nor Earth ſo fair a Bride. 
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SIONS SONETS. 
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BRIDE, 
SQNET IL 


I. 
That the has Cr hoſe lips Divine 
Would ſeal their favours on theſe lips of mine, 
That by thoſe welcome * kiſſes, I might ſee 
The mutual love betwixt my Love and me! 
For truer blifs no worldly joy allows, 
Than ſacred Kiſſes from fo ſweet a Spouſe, 
With which no earthly pleaſure may compare, 
Rich Wines arenot ſo delicate as they 're. 
* Senſible Graces. 


4 


N OR Myrrh, nor cans nor the choiſe perfumes 
Of undious Nard, or Aromatick Fumes 
Of hot Arabia, do enrich the Ajr 'F 
With more delicious ſweetneſs, than the fair 
Reports, that crown the merits of thy Name 
W1th heavenly Lawrels of eternal Fame ; 
Which makes the * Virgins fix their eyes upon thee, 
- And all that view thee, are enamoured on thee, 
* Pure zn heart. | 


[2 | 
Let the beauty of thy o tike Face 
A Inflame my Soul, and let thy Glory chaſe 


Diſſoyal 
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Diſloyal thoughts :- let not the World allure 
My Ctiaſte defires from a Spouſe fo pure - 
Bur when as time ſhall place me on thy * Throne, 
My fears ſhall ceaſe, and interrupt by none, 

I ſhall zranſceyd the ſtile of- Tranſitory, 

And full of Glory, ſtill be fill'd with Glory. 

_ * The Kingdom of Heaven. 


[4 7 WS 
UT you, my curious (and too nice) allies, 
That view my fortuncs with roo narrow eyes, 

You ſay my face is * black and foul; *tis true 

I'm beauteous ro-my Love, though black to you 3 

' My cenlvre ſtands not.upon your eſteem, 

He ſees me, as [ F am; you, as I ſeem; | 

You fee the Clouds, but he diſcerns the Sky 

Know *ris my || ficſh that looks ſo black, not I. 

* Through apparent infirmities. F Glorzous #n him. | Weak- 

neſs of the Fleſh, 


RE " 
\ Hat if AfiiRions (: :imbetiſh ; 
| My narural Glory, and deny the reliſh 
Of my adjourned Beauty, yet diſdain not 
Her, by whoſe neceſſary loſs, you gain not 3 
T was inforc'd to * ſvelter in the Sun, 
And Þ keep a Strangers Vine, - left mine alone : 
I lefr mine own, and kept aStrangers Vine 3 
The fault was || mine, ' but was * not only mine. 
* Afﬀiitions. F Forced to Idolatrous ſuperſtitions. || By rea- 
ſon of my weakneſs. * Bring ſeduced by ſalſe Prophets. 


F ['5. SIP 
Thou, whoſe love I _ above my life, 
More worthy far t' enjoy a fairer wife, 
Tell me, to what cool ſhade doſt thou reſort ? 


Where graze thy Sheep, where do thy Lambs —_— 
| ree 


Pd 
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Free from the ſcorching of this * ſoultry weather ? 

O tell thy Love and let thy Love come thither : 

Say (gentle Shepherd) fits it thee to cheriſh 

Thy private Flocks, and let thy true Love Ff periſh ? 
Y Perſecutions. T By Idolatry. 


SONET IL 
Lluſtrious BYide 3 more radiant and more * bright, 
Than th'eye of Noon, thrice fqirer than the light 3 

Thou deareſt off-ſpring of my dying blood, 
And treaſure of my ſoul, why haſt thou ſtood 
Parching ſo long in thoſe ambitious Beams ? 
Come, come, and cool thee in theſe filver F ſtreams, 
Unfſhade thy face, caſt back thoſe golden Locks, 
And I will make thee || Miſtreſs of my Flocks. 

* Through my merits, and thy Sanftification.T The Doctrine 

of the true Prophets. |} Teacher of my Congregations. 


=; | 

'0 Thou the Center of wo choice deſires, 

In whom I reſt, 1n whom iy Soul reſpires; 
Thou art the flower of Beauty, and I prize thee 
Above the World, howe'r the World deſpiſe thee : 
The blind imagine all chings black by kind, 
Thou artas beautiful, as they are blind : 
And as the faireſt Troops of Pharaol;'s Stecds 
Exceed the reſt, ſo Thou the reſt excceds, * - 


3. 
HY * Cheeks (the LEW where freſh Beauty plaurs 
Her choiceſi tlowers) no adorning wams 3 
There wants no reli{h of  Diviner Grace, 
To ſumme compleatneſs in io ſweet a face 
Thy neck 15 without blemiſh, without btor, 
Than Pearls more orient, clear from ſtain or {pot ; 
* Thy moſt Viſibie parts. + SanTification, Thy 
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Thy Getns and Jewels full of curious Art 
Imply the ſacred treaſures of thy heart. 


[_4- 
# | HE Sun-bright Glory J thy reſounding Fame 
Adds Glory to the Glory of thy Name. 
The more's thy honour Love, the more thou ſtriv'ſt 
To honour me 3 thou gaineſt what rhou giv'ſt: 
My Father (whom our Contract hath made thine) 
Will give thee large __ns of * Divine, 
And everlaſting Treaſure z Thus by me 
Thou ſhalt be rich, rhat am thus rich in thee. 
* The riches of bis holy Spirit. 


BRIDE, 
SONET Ill. 


I. 
H, how my Soul 1s IRA with the joys (voice ! 
That ſpring like Fountains from my true-Loyes 

How cordial are his Lips! how ſweet his Tongue ! 
Each word he breathes, 1s like a melodious Song; 
He abſent (ah!) how is my glory dim! 
T have no beauty not deriv'd from Him ; 
Whate'r I have, from him alone TI have, 
And he takes pleaſure in thoſe Gifts he gave. 


[2] | 
A*® fragrant Myrrh, within the boſom hid, 
Scents more delicious than (before) it did, 
And yet receives no ſweetneſs from that breſt, 
That proves the ſweeter for ſo ſiveet a Gueſt: 
Even fo the favour of my deareſt Spouſe, 
Thus priz'd and placed in my heart, endows 
My ardent Soul-with ſweetneſs, and inſpires 
With heavenly raviſhment, my rapt defires, 
WP 
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3. 
WW HO ever ſmelt £ BI of morning flowers, 
New ſweetned with the daſh of twilight ſhowers, 
Of pounded Amber, or the flowring Thyme, 
Of purple Violets in their proudeſt prime, 
Or ſwelling Cluſters from the Cypreſs Tree ? 
So ſweet's my Love ;, I, far more ſweet 1s he. 
So fair, ſo ſweet, that Heavens bright eye is dim, 
And Flowers have no ſcent compar'd with him. 


SONET IV. 


Oo Thou the joys of my ſufficed heart, 
The more thou think'ſt me fair,the more thou art; 
Look in the Cryſtal mirrours of mine eyes, 
And view thy beauty, there thy beauty lics 3 
See there th' unmated Glory of thy Face, 
Well mixt with ſpirit and Divineft Grace 3 
The eyes of Doves are not ſo fair, * as thine 5 
O how thoſe eyes intlame theſe eyes of mine ! 
* The holy Prophets. 


BRIDE. 


SONET V. 


Oſt radiant and refulgent Lamp of Light, 
Whoſe mid-day Beauty yet ne'r found a night, 
'Tis thou, *tis only thou art fair 3 from Thee 
Refle& thoſe * Rays that have enlighrnied me, 
And as bright Cynthia's borrow'd Beams do ſhine 
From Titan's Glory, ſo do I from thine ; 
So daily flouriſhes our freſh delight, 
In daily giving F and receiving light. * 
* Thy boly Spirit, Þ| In giving gract andreceiving gloy. 
Nor 
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2: 
N OR does thy Slot wad. to me alone : 
What place wherein thy Glory hath not ſhone ? 

But O, how fragrant, with rich odour, ſmells 
That * ſacred houſe, where thou my true love dwells! 
Nor is it ſtrange: How can thoſe places be : 
But fill'd with ſweetneſs, if poſlſeſt with thee! 
My heart's a Heaven, for thou art in that heart ; 
Thy preſence makes a Heaven, whereee'r thou art. 

* The Congregation of Saints. | 


BRIDE-GROO MM. 


SONET VI. 
Hou Sovereign Lady of my ſele& defires, 
IT, I am he, whom thy chaſt Soul admires : 
The Roſe for ſmell, the Lilly to the eye, 
Is not ſo ſweet, is not (o fair as I: 
My veiled Beauty's not the glorious prize 
Of * common fight: F within, my beauty lies : 
Yer ne*rtheleſs my Glory were bur ſmall, - 
If I ſhould want to honour thee withall. 
* Not zn outward glory. ÞT Inward Graces. 
2 
OR do I boaſt my excellence alone, (none 
But thine (dear Spouſe) as whom the world hatk 
So true to faith, ſo pure in love, as whom 
Lives not a Bride, ſo firs ſochaſt a Groom : 
And as the faireſt Lilly doth exceed 
The fruitleſs Bramble, or the fouleft Weed, 
So far (my Love) doſt thou exceed the reſt, 
In perfe& Beauty of a loyal Breſt, 


BRIDE, 


SONET VIL 
Ook how the fruitful Tree (whoſe laden boughs 
With fivelling pride,crown Aurumns ſmiling brows) 
Surpaſſes 


ne 
ith 


vs) 
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Surpaſſes idle ſhrubs, even ſo in worth _. 

My love tranſcends the Worthies of the Earth : 
He was my ſhore 10 ſhipwrack ; and my ſhelter, 
In ſtorms ; my ſhade, when I began to ſiwelter : 
If hungry, he was food; and if oppreſt 

With wrongs, ty Advocate ; with toyl, my reft. 


2 
Thirſted; and full chad. the brink, 
He gave me * Bowls of Ne@ar for my Drin' : 
And in his fide he broacht me (for a ſign 
Of deareſt love) a Sacramental Wine 
He freely gave; I freely drank my fill ; 
The more Idrank, the more remained ſtill. 
Did ever Sonldier to his Colours prove 
More chaſt than T, to fo entire a Love ? 
* The holy Scriptures. 


O How his Beauty walk Jul on fire ! 
My ſpirits languith with extream defire : 
Deſires exceeding limits, are too laviſh, 
And wanting means to be affeR&ed, raviſh ; 
Then let thy * breath like flaggons of ſtrong wine, 
Relieve and comfort this poor heart of mine 3 
For I am fick, till time rn doth delay 
Our Marriage) bring our joyful Marriage Day. 
* Thy ſweet promiſes. 


[ 4. 
If then, O let my IEA) Lord, by whom 
Theſe pleaſing plaints of my ſweet ſorrows come, 
Perform his Vows, and with his due reſort, 
Bleſs me 3 to make the ſullen time ſeem ſhort ; 
In his ſweet Prefence may I ſtill be bleſt, 


- Debarr'd fromwhom my og can find no reſt. 
B 
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O let all times be proſp'rous, aad all places 
Be witneſs.to our undefil'd Embraces. 


| 5 
AE you, whoſe Ret omours have pofeſt 
The true affe&ion of a loyal breſt, 

I charge goÞ all by the true love you bear 
To friendſhip, or what elſe you count moſt dear ; 
* Diſturb ye not my Love 3 Odo not 'rieve 
Him of his joys, that is ſo apt to grieve 
* Darenot tobreak his quiet ſſumbers, leſt 
You rouze a raging Lion from his reſt. 

* Vex not his Spirit with your ſins. 


Ark, hark, I hear that Arice celeſtial voice, 
Wherein my Spirits, rapt with joys rejoice 3 
A voice that tells me, my Beloved's nigh; 
I know the Muſick by the Majeſty. 
Behold, he comes; *Tis not my * blemiſht face 


Can ſlack the ſiftneſs of his wingedpace 3 

Behold, he comes; His Trumpet doth proclaim, 

He comes with ſpeed ; A truer Love ne'r came. 
* The mperſedtion of my preſent eſtate, 


7 
Ehold the Gwifeneſs of his nimble feet : 
The Ro-buck and the Hart were ne'r fo fleet; 
The word I ſpake flew not ſo ſpeedy from me, 
As he, the treaſure of my ſoul, comes to me - 
He ſtands behind my wall, as if in doubt 
Of welcome ; Ah, this * wall debarrs him out, 
O how 1njuriousis the wall of ſin, 
Thar barres my Lover out, and bolts me in! 
* The weakneſs of my fleſh. 
The BRIDE 3#n the perſon of the BRIDE-GROOM. 
| SONET VIIL 7 
H**: hark, methinks T hear my true Love ſay, 
Break down that envious Bar, and cotne away þ _ 
| - riſe 


riſe 
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Ariſe (my deareſt Spouſe) and diſpoſſeſs 
Thy of oubeſ fears nor hos wm 
Thy tender ſpirits, with the dull deſpair 
Of thy demerits ; (Love) thouarr as fair, - 
As earth will ſuffer : Time will makethee clearer; 
Come forth (my Love) than whom my life'snot dearer. 
2. 


Ome forth (my Joy,) what bold affront of fear 
: Can fright thy Soul, and FT, thy Champion here ? 
'Tis I that call, tis I, thy Bridegroom calls thee : 
Betide it me, what ever evil befalls thee : 
The winter of thy ſharp afflition's gone : 
Why fear*ſt thou cold, and art ſo near the Sun ? 
I am thy Sun, if thou be cold, draw nearer! 
Come forth (my Love) than whom my life's not dearer. 


CC forth (my Dear) the ſpring of joys invite thee, 

The/ flowers contend for beauty to delight thee; 

Their ſweet ambition's only, which might be 

Moſt Sweet, moſt Fair, becauſe moſt like to thee: 

The F Birds (fweer Heralds of fo ſweet a Spring) 

Warble high notes, and Hymeneans ſing : 

All fing with joy, t enjoy ſo ſweeta Hearer : 

Come forth (my Love) than whom my life's not dearer. 
* The Elett, ÞT Angels. | 


4; 
HE proſperous * Vine, which this dear hand did 
Tenders due ſervice to ſo fweeta Saint: (plant 
Her hidden Cluſters ſwell with ſacred pride, 
To Þ& kiſs the lips of fo, ſo fair a Bride; 
Maſqu'd in their leaves, they lurk, fearing tobe 
Deſcry'd by any, till firſt ſeen by thee: 
The Clouds are paſt, the Heaven cannot beclearer; 
Come forth (dear Love) than whom my life's not dearer. 
* The Congregation of the Faithſul. f To offer up the 
fruits of obedience. | — 
b 2 My 
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Y Dove whom aahs * In reach new ſhifts, 
Thatlike a Dove, doſt haunt the ſecrer clifts 
Of ſolirary Rocks: Howe'r thou be 
Reſerv'd from otners, be not ſtrange to me. 
Call me to reſcue, and his brawny Arm 
Shall quell thy Foe, and fence thy foul from harm 
Speak, Love : Thy voice is ſweet z wharf thy face 
Be drenchr with tears? each tear's a ſeveral grace. 
* Perſecut ions. 


6. 
LL you that with pea iry and peace, 
To crown our Contra& with a long increaſe 
Of furure joys, O ſhield my ſimple Love 
From thoſe that ſeek her ruine, and remove _ 
The baſe Oppoſers of her beſt defigns 3 
Deſtroy the Foxes, that deſtroy her Vines. 
Her Vines are fruitful, but her render Grapes 
Are ſpoiſ'd by Foxes, clad in humane ſhapes. 


The BRIDE #n hr own Perſons 


SONET IX. 


Wi greater joy can bleſs my ſoul, than this, 
Thar my Beloved's mine, and I am his! 
Our ſouls are knit, the world cannot untwine 

The joyful union of his hearr, and mine 3 

In him I live 3 in him my ſoul's poſſeſt 

With heavenly ſolace, andeternal reſt : 

Heaven only knows the bliſs my ſoul cnjoys, 

Fond earth's too dull to apprehend ſuch joys. 


2. 
'F Hou ſweer perfe8tioh _ my full delights, 
Till that brigtit * Day, devored tothe Rites 
Of our folemnz'd Nuprials, ſhall come, 
Come live with me, and make this heart thy home. 
* The Day of Fudgment, | 
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Diſdain me nor: Although my face appear 
Deform'd and bloudy, yer my heart is * clear : 
Make haſte: Let not the ſwift-foor Ro-buck flee 
The following Hound ſo faſt, as thou to me. 

* By ſandtification. 


23 

Thought my Love had LY up his reſt 

Within the * ſecret Calvin ef 'my Breſt, 
I choughe the cloſed Currtairis did 1mmure 
His gentle lumbers, but was too ſecure : 
For (driven with love to the falſe Bed) I f ſtepr, 
To view his {Jumbring beaury, as he ſlepr, 
But he was gone, yet plainly there was ſeen 
The curious dint, where he had lately been. 

* 773 my Soul. Tf By ſtrift examination. 


4 
Mpatient of his abſence, thus bereaven 
Of him, than whom [I had no other Heaven, 
I rav'd awhile ; not able to digeſt 
So great a loſs, to loſe (o fair a Gueſt : 
I left no path untrac'd, no * place unſought; 
No ſecret Cell unſearcht 3 no way unthought 3 
I ask'd the ſhade, but ſhadows could not hide him. 
Task'd the world, but all the world deny'd him. 
* Amongſt the wiſeſt Worldlings. 


[_ 5+ 
Y zealous Love, diftcaperd with diſtraction, 
Made fierce with fear, unapt for ſatisſaQion, 
Applies freſh fuel ro my flaming fires, 
With Eagles wings ſupplies my quick defires : 
Up to the walls I trampled, where Ifpy'd 
The * City Watch, ro whom with tears Icry'd, 
Ah gentle Watchmen, you aloft deſcry 
Whar's dark to us, did not my Love paſs by ? 
* The Miniſters of the Word. 
Bb 3 
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EY: - --1-; 
A* length when dull ir had gain'd the ground 
Of tired hopes, my Faith fell in a (wound 3 
But he whoſe ſympathizing heart did find 
The tyrant paſſion of my troubled mind, 
Forthwith appear'd : Whar Angels tongue can ler 
The world conceive our pleaſures, when we met ? 
And till the joys of our could hearts 
Be made * complete, the'world ne'r more ſhall part's. 
* At the Reſurreftion. 
SONET. X. 
OW reſts my Love; till now, her tender breſt 
Wanting her joy, could find no peace, no reſt; 
I charge you all by the true love you bear 
To friendſhip, or what elſe vou count moſt dear, 
Diſturb her not, bur let her ſleep her fill, 
Icharge you all, upon your lives, be ſtill : 
O may that labouring Soul, thatlives oppreſt 
For me z in me, receiveeternal reſt. 


2. | 
Hat curious face is this? what mortal birth 
Can ſhew a beauty, thus * unftain'd with earth? 
What glorious Angel wanders thus, alone, + 
From Earth's fout Dungeon, to my Father's Throne ! 
It is my Love z my Love that hath deny'd 
The world for me; Ir is my faireſt Bride : 
How fragrant is her breath ! How heavenly fair 
Her Angel face ! each glorifying the Air. 
' * Through ſanftification by merits. 
BRIDE 
SONET XL 
How Pmraviſhe with * erernal bliſs! 
Who er thought Heaven a joy compar'd to this : 
How do the pleaſures of this glorious Face 


Adde glory tothe glory of this place ! . 
; E ee 
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7 
See how Kings Courts ſurmount poor Shepherds Cells, 
So this, the pride of Solomon excells; | 
Rich wreaths of glory crown his Royal Head, 
And Troops of Angels wait upon his Bed, 
* By Heavenly Contemplation. 


2. 
F HE Court of nin 2 Ns was guarded 
With able men at Arms ; their faith rewarded 
With fading honours, ſubje& to the Fate 
Of Fortune, and the jealous frowns of State: 
But here th' harmonious Quire of heaven attend, 
Whoſe prize is Glory, Glory without end, 
Unmixr with doubtings, or degenerous fear 3 
A greater Prince, than Solomon, is here ! 


3: ] 
HE Bridal Bed of. Princely Solomon, 
(Whoſe beauty amaz'd the greedy lookers on,) 


- Which all the world admired to behold, 

Was but of Cedar, and her fted of Gold; 

Her Pillars Silver, and her Canopy 

Of filks, bur richly ſtain'd with purple dye : 
Her Curtains wrought in works, works rarely led 
By th' Needles art, ſuch was the Bridal Bed. 


Uch was the Bridal Sn, rich Time, or Age 
Durſt never warrant from th* opprobrious rage 

Of envious Fate ; Earth's meaſure's buta minute 3 
Earth fades 3 all fades upon it ; all within it. 
O, bnt the Glory of this Diviner Place 
No Age can injure, nor yet Time deface : 
Too weak an obje&, for weak eyes to 'bide, 
Or tongues r expreſs : who ever ſaw't, bur dy'd ? 


[ 5: 

HO e'r beheld the [2 Crown ſet on 

The Nuptial __ of Princely Solomon ? 
»D 4 
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His glorious potmp, whoſe honour did - diſplay 

' The noifcd rriumphs of his Marriage day ? 

A greater Prince than Solomon is here, 

The beauty of whoſe Nuptials ſhall appear 

More glorious, fartranſcending his, as far 

As Heavens bright lamp outſhines th' obſcureſt Star. 


BRIDE-GRO0O M. 


SONET XII, 
-:T OW orient is thy * Beauty! How Divine! 

4 How dark's the glory of the earth, to thine! 
Thy veiled f eyes outſhine the Heavens grear light, 
Unconquer'd by the ſhady Clouds of Night; 

Thy curious ||. Treſſes dangle, all unbound, 
With unaffe&ed order to the ground : 
How orient is thy Beauty ! How Divine! 
How dark's the glory of rhe earth to thine ! 
* Through the gifts of my Spzrit. Þ The modeſly and purity 
. of thy Zudgments. || Ornaments of neceſſary Ceremonits. 


: 2. 
HY Ivory * Tech A frenck do outgo 
The Down of Swans, or winters driving Snow ; 
Whoſe even proportions lively repreſent 
Th harmonious Muſick of unite conſent 3 
Whoſe perfe& whiteneſs Time could never plot ; 
Nor Age (the Cancer of deſtruction) rot. 
How orient is thy Beauty ! How Divine ! 
How dark's the glory of the earth to thine ! 
* Sincere MiniSters. 


3. 
THE ruby portals of as ballanc'd * words 
Send forth a welcome reliſh, which affords 
A Heaven of bliſs, and makes the carthrejoice, 
To hear the Accent of thy heavenly voice ; 
The + maiden-bluſhes of thy Cheeks proclaim 
A ſhame of guilt, but not a guilt of ſhame. 
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How orient is thy Beauty ! How Divine ! 
How dark's the glory of the earth to thine! 
* Dottrant of thy holy Prophets. f Modeſt graces of the 
Spirit. ES 


[_4- 
HY Neck (unbeaurtift'd wy borrowed Grace) 
Is whiter than the Lillies of thy face, 

If whiter may for beauty and for power, 
'Tis like the Glory of Dawz2e's Princely Tower 2 

Vat Veital Spirit could deſpair or fainr, 
Finding protection from to fure a Saint ? 
How or1cnt ts thy beauty! How Divine! 
How v4rs's the glory of the earth tothine! * 

* Magiſirates. 


[.5: 
THE dear-bought Fruit of Jarforbidden Tree 
Was not fo dainty as the Apples be, 
Theſe curious Apples of thy ſnowy * Breſts, 


Wherein a Paradiſe of pleaſure reſts ; 
They breathe ſuch life into the raviſhe F Eye, 
That the inflam'd Beholder cannot || dye. 
How orient is thy Beauty ! How Divine ! 
How dark's the glory of the carthto thine! 
* The Old and New Teftament. T The ſanflified and tealous 
Reader. || The ſecond death. 
| 5. | 
M* deareſt Spouſe, al hye me to my home, 
4 And til! that long expected f Day ſhall come, 
The light whereof ſhall chaſe the night that ſhrouds 
Thy velled beauty intheſe envious || Clouds 3 
Till then, T go, and in my Throne, provide 
A glorious welcome for my faireſt Bride ; 
Chapletrs of conqu'ring Palm, and Lawrel Boughs 
Shall crown thy Temples, and adorn thy Brows. 
* 1will withdraw my bodily preſence. f The Day of Judg- 
ment. || infirmities of the fleſh. ; ] 
Te). 
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7, 
WA beauty fain % Gner's wich a grace 
She never had ? May ſhe behold thy face : 
Envy would burſt, had ſhe no other rask 
Than to behold this face without a mask ; 
No ſport, no venial blemiſh could ſhe find, 
To feed the Famine of her rancorous mind 
Thou art the:iower of Beauties Crown, and they're 
Much worſethan ioul, that think thee leſs thanfair. 


8, 
FE not-(my Love) for = thoſe {acred bands 
Of wedlco:k ſhall conjoyn our promis'd hands, 
T'll comean4 quit thee from this tedious * place, 
Where chou arr forc'd to ſojourn for a ſpace 
No foreign angle of the utmoſt Lands, 
No Seas Abyſs ſhall hide thee from my hands, 
No night ſhall ſhade thee from my curious eye, 
Tl rouze the Graves, although grim Death ſtand by. 
* This vale of miſerys 


2. 

| ray Beams ſhot from thy flaming * eye, 

Made fierce with zeal, and ſovereign Majeſty 
Have ſcorchtmy ſoul, and like afiery Dart 
Transfixt the Center of my wounded heart ; 
The Virgin ſiveetnels of thy heaveny grace 
Had made mine eyes glad Pris'ners tothy face 3 
The beauty of thine eye-balls hath bereft 
Me of my heart : O (weet, O ſacred theft ! 


* The eye of faith. 


| (a 
Thou the dear Inflamer of mine eyes, 
N Life of my ſoul, and hearts erernal prize. 
How deleable is thy Love! How pure! 
How apt to raviſh, able toallure 
A frozen Soul ; and withthy ſecret fire, 
T affli& dull ſpirits with extream defire ! 
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How do thy joys (though in their greatEſt dearth) 
Tranſcend the proudeſt pleaſures of the Earth! 


(17. 
THY lips (my deareſt AP are the full treaſures 
Of * tacred Poefie, whoſe heavenly meaſures 
Raviſh with joy the willing heart that hears, 
Bur ſtrikes a deafneſs 1n rebellious ears : 
Thy words, like milk and honey, dorequite 
The ſeaſon'd Soul with profit and delight : 
Heavens higher Palace, and theſe lower places 
Of dungeon-carth are ſweetned with thy Graces. 
* Divine Harmony. 


Wo | 

Y Loveis like a £14] full of flowers, 
Whoſe Sunny Banks,and choice of ſhady bowery 

Give change of pleaſurcs, pleaſures wall'd abour 

With armed Angels, to keep ruine out 3 

And from her * Breſts (f encloſed from the ill 

Of looſer eyes) pure || Cryſtal Drops diftill : 

The fruitful ſweetneſs of whoſe gentle ſhowers 

Inrich her flowers with beauty 3 Banks with flowers. 

* The two Teſtaments. T Riddles to prophane Readsrs. 

[| Celeſtzal Comforts. 


IP ©... 

Y Loveis like a Paradiſe beſet 

_With rareſt gifts, whoſe fruits (but tender yet) 
The world ne'r taſted ; dainties far more rare 
Than E4ens tempting Apple, - and more fair; 
Myrrh, Aloes, Incenſe, and the Cypreſs Tree 
Can boaſt no ſweetneſs, but is breach'd from thee ; 
Dainties for taſte, and flowers for the ſmell 
Sprig all from thee, whoſe ſweets all ſweets excell. 


BRIDE. 
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BRIDE. 
SONE TT XII. 


Thou (my Dear) whoſe ſweers all fiveers excell, 

From whom my fruits receive their taſte,their ſinell, 
How can my thriving * plants refuſe co grow 
Thus quickned with 1o ſweet a + Sun as thou ? 
How can my flowers, which thy Ewers nouriſh 
With ſhow'rs of living water, chuſe but flourith ? 
©, thou thc ipring, from whence theſe waters burſt, 
Didever 2"y taftc ily ſtreams, and thirſt ? 

* The faithjuls f The Sun of Righteouſneſs, 


2. 
A*" I a Garden ? M5 al flowers be 
So highly honour'd to he ſmelt by thee ? 
/ Inſpire them with thy ſacred breath, and then 
Receive from them thy borrow'd breath, agen. 
Frequent thy Gardens, whoſe rare fruit invites 
Thy welcome preſence, to his choice delights 3 
Taſte where thou lift, and take thy full repaſt, 
Here's that will pleaſe thy ſmell, thine eye, thy taſte. 


BRIDE-GROOM. 


SONET XIV. 


Hou ſacred Center of my ſoul, in whom 
T reſt, behold thy wiſhr for Love 1s come 
Refreſht with thy delights, I have repaſted 
Upon thy * pleaſures 3 my full ſoul hath taſted 
Thy Þ rip'ned daintics, and hath freely been 
Pleas'd with thoſe || fruits, that are (as yet) but green 
All you that love the honour of my Bride, 
Come taſte her Vineyards, and be Deift'd. 
* Obedience. Þ Strong works of faith. || The new fruits 


of the Spirit. 
{eſp BRIDE, 
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B RIDE 
SONET XY. 


T was a * night, anight as dark, as foul 
As that black Errour that encranc'd my ſoul, 

When as 1ny beſt Beloved came and knockt 
Army dull T Gates, too too ſecurely lockt : 
Unboir (ſaid he) rheſe || churliſh doors (my Dove) 
Ler nor falſe ſJuwbers bri5e thee from thy Love z 
Hear him, that for thy gentle ſake came hither, 
Long injur*d by this * nights ungentle weather. 


* Too mich ſeverity. F My heart. || The pleaſures of the 


fiſh. * Thy hard-hearted unkinaneſs. 


[_ 2: 
Heard the voice, but the dio: pleaſure 

Of my ſweer flumbers could not find the leaſure 
Toope my drowzy doors 3 my ſpirit conld ſpeak 
Words fair enough 3 butah, my fleſh was weak, 
And fond excuſes taught me to betray 
My facred Vows toa ſecure delay. 
Perfidious flumbers, how have youthe might 
To blind true pleaſures with a falſe delight! 


3. 

AV as my IO A oft repeated knocks 

Could not avail, ſhaking his dewy locks, 
Highly diſpleas'd, he could no longer 'bide 
My ſight negle&, but went away deni'd ; 
No ſooner gone, but my dull ſoul diſcern'd 
Her drowZy errourz my griev'd ſpirit * yearn's 
To find him out ; theſe ſeiled eyes that ſlept 
So ſoundly faſt, awak'd, much faſter wept, 

* Repented, 


© ? 
T Hus raid and rouz'd JLAM deceirfnl reſt 
I op'd my Doors, vhzre my departed Gueſt 


Had 
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Had been ; I thruſt the churliſh Portals from me, 
That ſo deny'd my deareſt Bridegroom to me 
But when I ſmelt of my returned hand, 
My Soul was rapt, my powers all did ſtand 
Amazed at the * ſweetneſs they did find, 
Which my negle&ed Love had left behind. 

* The ſweetneſs of his Grace. 


> 
I Op'd my Door, my Myrrh-diſtilling Door, 
But ah ! my Gueſt was gone, had given me o'r: 
What curious Pen, what Artiſt can define 
A wateleſs ſorrow ? Such, ah, ſuch was mine ! 
Doubts, and deſpair had of my life depriv'd me; 
Had not ſtrong hope of his return reviv'd me 3 
T fought, bur he refuſed toappear ; 
I call'd, but he would not be heard, nor hear. 
6, 
FT Hus with the tyranny of grief diſtraught, 
I rang'd around, no placeT left unſoughtr, 
No ear unask'd ; * the Watchmen of the Ciry 
f Wounded my Soul, without remorſe or pity 
To Virgin tears: They taught my feet to ſtray, 
Whoſe ſteps were apt enough ta loſe their way 3 
With taunts and ſcorns they checkt me, and derided 
And call'd me Whore, becauſe I walkt unguided. 
* Falſe Teachers. | With their falſe Doftranes. 


Tay 
OU hallowed Virgins, you, whoſe tender hearts 
E'r felt th* Impreſſion of * Loves ſecret Darts, 

I charge you all by the dear Faith you owe 
To Virgin purenefs, and your Veſtal vow 3 
Commend me to my Love, if e'r you meet him, 
O tell him that his love-ſick Spouſe doth greet him : 
O let him know, LF languiſh with defire 
T* enjoy that heart, that ſers this heart on fire, 

* Divine Love. 

VIR- 


S10ns Sonets, 383 


SONET XVL 


OTÞou the faireſt flower of morral birth, 

If ſuch a beauty may be born of Earth, 
Angel or Virgin, which ? or both in one, 
Angel by beauty, Virgin by thy. mone, 
Say, who 1s He that may deſerve theſe tears, 
Theſe precious drops? who is't can ſtop his ears 
Ar theſe fair lips? Speak, Lady, ſpeak at large, 
Who 1s't ? for whom giv'ſt thou ſo ſtrit a charge? 


BRIDE. 


SONET XVII. 


M*' Love is the perfe&ion of delight, 

Roſes, and Doves are not fo red, fo white; 
Unpattern'd beauty ſummon'd every Grace 

To the compoſure of ſo ſweet a face 

His Body 1s a Heaven, for inhis breſt 

The perfe& Eſſence of a God dorh reſt ; 

The brighter eye of Heaven did never ſhine 

Upon another Glory, ſo Divine. 


2 

H' S$ * head 1s far more 2 I to behold, 

Than fruicful Ophirs oft refined Gold, 
'Tis the rich Magazine of ſecret treaſure, 
Whence Graces ſpring inunconfined meaſure 3 
His curPFd and dangling f Treſſes do proclaim 
A Nazarite, on whom ne'r Razor came. _ 
Whoſe Raven-black colour gives a curious reliſh 
To thar which beauty did ſo much imbeliſh. 

* His Deity. Tf Bis Humanity. 


*] - 
Iketo the -= of Doves are his fair f eyes, 
Wherein ſtern Juſtice, mixt with mercy, lies 3 
His 
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His eyes are ſimple, yet Majeſtical, 

In motion nimble, and yet chaſte withal, 

Flaming like fire, and yer burn they nor, 

Unblemiſhr, undiſtained with a ſpor, 

Blazing with precious beams, and to behold, 

Like to rich Diamonds ina frame of Gold. 
* His Judgments and care of his Church. 


4+ 
IS Cheeks are like to fruirful Beds o'r-grown 
With Aromatick Flowers newly blown, 

Whoſe odours, beauty, pleaſe the ſmell, the fight, 
And doubling pleaſures double the delight : 
His * Lips are like a Cryſtal Spring, from whence 
Flow ſweetned ſtreams of ſacred Eloquence, 
Whoſe Ff Drops into the ear diftl d, dogive 
Life to rhe || Dead, true joys to * them thar live. 

* The diſcovery of him in his Word, f His Promiſes, 

[| Thoſe that dyeto ſm. * That live to righteouſneſs. 


H' * hands are Jeb Gia rings of F Gold, the rings 
With coſtly Jewels, firting none but Kings ; 3 
Which {of themſelves though glorious, yer) receive 
More glory from thoſe fingers, thanthey give 3 
His {| Breaſts like Ivory circled round abour 
With * veins, like Saphirs winding in and out, 
Whoſe beauty 15 (though darkned from the eye) 
Fullof Divine and ſecret Majeſty. 

* His attions. f With pureneſs. || His ſecret counſels. 

* Inwardly glorious. 


[ 6.] 
[ ] IS * Legs like pureſt marble, ſtrong and white, 
of an_ ſhape (though quick) unaprfor flight; 


| His feet (as Gold that's oft refined) are, 


Like his upright proceedings, pure and fair; 
His f Port 1s Princely, and hisStature call, 
And, like the Cedar, ſtout, yet ſweet withal. 


s 
o 
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O, who would not repoſe his life, his bliG, 
Upon a Baſe ſo fair, ſo firm as this ! 
* His ways conſtant, firm, and pie. T His whole courage. 


7 | 
IS mouth ! but ſtay, what need my lips be laviſh 
In choice of words, when one alone will ravith ? 
But ſhall, in brief, my ruder tongue diſcover 
The ſpeaking Image of my abſent Lover ? 
Ler then the curious hand of Art refine 
The race of Vertues Moral and Divine, 
From whence, by Heaven let there extraQed be 
A perfe&t Quinteſſence ; even ſuch is He. 
V IRGINS. 
SONET XVII, 
Hrice fairer than the faireſt, whoſe ſad tears 
And ſmiling words have charm'd our eyes,our cars, 
Say, whither is this prize of beauty gone, 
More fair than kind, to lerthee weep alone ? 
Thy tempting lips have wet our dull defire, 
And rill we ſee him, we are all on fire; 
We'll find him out, if thou wilt be our Guide : 
The next way to the Brzdegroom 15s the * Bride. 
* The Church 7s the way to Chriſt. 
BRIDE. 
SONET XI% 
If errour led not my dull thoughts amiſs, 
My Genius tells me where my true Love is 3 
He's buſie lab”ring on his * flowry Banks, 
+ Inſpiring ſweerneſs, and || receiving thanks, 
Watring thoſe Plants, whoſe tender roots are * dry, 
And pruning ſuch whoſe crefts aſpire F roo high, 
Tranſplanting, Grafting, Reaping Fruits from ſome, 
And covering others that are || newly come. 

* Congregation of the faithſul. F Giving Graces. || Recei- 
ving Glory. * Deſpatring Souls. T Not yet throughly 
humbled, || Strengthensng the weak in ſpirit. 

Cc [2-7 
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(2. 


WW Har if the frailry of my feebler part 

Lockt up the Portats of my drowzy heart ? 
He knows, the weakneſs of rhe fleſh incumbers 
Tir unwilling ſpirit, with icafe-bereaving flumbers 
My hopes afiure me, in deſpight of this, 
That my Beloved's mine, and I am his : 
My hopes are firm (which time ſhall ne'r remove) 
Thathe is mine, by faith; I, his by love. 


BRIDE-GROO M 


SONET-XX 
| & HY timely grief (my tears-baptized Love) 


Compels mine ears to hear 3 thy tears to move 3 

Thy blubber'd beauty to mine eye appears 
More bright than *twas: ſuch 1s the * ſtrength of rears: 
Beauty and Terrour meeting in thine eye, 
Have made thy face the Throne of Majeſty, 
Whoſe awful Beams, the proudeſt heart will move 
To love for fear, until it fear for love. 

* The force of repentance. 


(2-] 


R #4 thoſe flames, that furnace from that eye, 
They raviſh with too bright a tyranny : 

Thy fires are tootoo fierce : O turn them from me 
They pierce my ſoul, and with their rays o'rcome me, 
Thy curious F Trefſes dangle, all unbound 
With unaffe&ed order, tothe ground : 
How orient is thy beauty ! How Divine! 
How dark's the glory of the Earth to thine ! 


[3] 
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S- | 
T HY Ivory * Teeth? ahirenek do out-go 
The Down of Swans, or winters driven Snow, 
Whoſe even proportions lively repreſent 
Th harmonious mufick of umte conſent ; 
Whoſe perfe& whiteneſs time could never blot, 
Nor Age (the envious Worm of ruine) rot: 
How orient is thy beauty ! How Divine ! 
How dark's the Glory of the Earth to thine! 
* Sincere Miniſters. 


4. 
T HY Þ Temples are F.. Java of chaſte love 
Where beauty facrific'd her milk-white Dove, 

Upon whoſe Azure paths are always found 
The heaven-born Graces dancing 1n a round: 
Thy maiden || Bluſhes gently do proclaim 
A ſhame of guilt, but not a guilt of ſhame. 
How orient 1s thy Beauty ! How Divine ! 
How dark's the glory of the earth to thine ! 

T Thy viſible parts. || Modeſty and Zeah. 


To 
Y OU, you brave ſpirits, whoſe imperial hand 
Enforces what your looks cannot command, 
Bring forth your pamper'd Queens, the luſtful prize, 
| And curious wrecks of your imperious eyes 3 
| Surround the Circle of the earth, and levy 
The faireſt Virgins in Loves faireſt Bevy 3 
| Theritake fromeach, to make one perfedt grace, 
Yet would my Love outſhine that borrow'd face. 
6. 
Thou art ſhe, corrivall'd with no other, 
Thou glorious Daughter of thy glorious Mother, 
The New 7eruſalem, whoſe Virgin birth 
Shall deifie the * Virgins of the Earth 
The Virgins of the Earth have ſeen thy beauty, 
] And ſtood amaz'd, and in a proſtrate duty, 
Cc 2 
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383 Sons Sonets. 


Have ſue'd to kifs thine hand, waking thine eyes 
Their Lawps to light chem, ll the Bridegroom riſe. 
* The pare in heart. 


7. 

H* how the Virgire hallow's with thy fire, 

And wonder-ſmitren with thy Beams, admire, 
Who, who is this (fay they) whoſe Cheeks reſemble 
Atrora's bluſh, whoſe eyes Heavens light difſemble. 
Whoſe face 1s brighter than the filent Lamp 
Thar Iightsrhe Earth, to breathe her nightly Damp : 
Upon whoſe brow fits dreadful Majeſty, 
The frown whereof commands a Victory. 


8. 
Air Bride, why was thy 7 Ne" Soul dejefted 

When I was abſent ? was my faith ſuſpected, 
Which I fo firmly plighted ? Couldſt thou think 
My love could ſhake, or ſuch a vow could fhrink ? 
F did but walk among my tender Plants, 
To (mcll their odours, and ſupply their wants, 
To ſee my ſtocks, ſo lately grafted, ſprout, 
Or if my Vines began to burgeon out. 


9s : 
Hough gone was I, * my heart was inthy brefſt, 


(Alchough to thee perchance) an unknown Gueſt, 


"Twas that, thargaveſuch wings to thy deſire, 
T* enjoy my Love, and ſet thy ſoul on fire; 
But my return wasquick, and with a mind | 
More nimble (yet more conſtant) than the wind, 
I came, andas the winged ſhaft doth fle 
With undiſcerned ſpeed, even ſo did L. 

* My ſpirit. 


10. 
Sw (0 "OO, Ge i Child of Peace 
Tothy firſt joys, O ler thy tears ſurceaſe 3 
Return thee to thy Love ; let not the * night 
With flatr'ring+ ſlumbers tempt thy true delight 3 
* Security. | worldly pleaſures. 


e- 
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Return thee to my boſome, let my breſt 

Be ſtill thy Tent 3 Take there eternal reſt; 81 
Return, O Thou, in whoſe inchanted eye, f 1 
Are Darts enough, to make an Army flye. Fa 


LI. 
FE Daughter of the Gnen King, how ſweet 
Areth' unaffefted graces of thy * Feet ! 
From every ſtep, true Majeſty did ſpring, 
Fitting the Daughter of to high a King : 
Thy Waſte is circled with af Virgins Zone, 
Imbeliſht round with many a precious f Stone, 
Wherein thy curious Workman did fulfill 
The utmoſt Glory of his Diviner Skill. 
* Thy ways. T The Girdle of Truth. || The preczous gifts 
of the Spirit. 


12. 
HY * Navel, where 4 holy Embryon doth 
Receive ſweet nouriſhment, and heavenly growth 
Ts like a Cryſtal Spring, whoſe freth ſupply 
Of living Waters, Sun, nor Drought can dry : 
Thy Þ fruitful Womb 1s like a winow'd heap 
Of pureſt Grain, which Heavens blcit hand did reap, 
With Lillites fenc'd 3 True Emblem of rare treaſure, 
Whoſe Grain denotes encreaſe ; whoſe Lillies, pleaſure. 
* Whereby there 7s a receipt of ſpiritual Conceptions. Þ In- 
creaſe of the faithſul. 


13. 
THY dainty * Brefts are ike fair Twins, both ſwelling 
In equal Majeſty ; 1nhue excelling 
The new fall'n Snow upon th untrodden Mountains, 
From whence there flows, as from cxu>'rous Fountains, 
Rivers of heavenly Near, to allay 
The holy thirſt of Souls : Thrice happy they, 
And more than thrice, whoſe bleſt affe&ions bring 
Their thirſty Palates to fo ſweet a Spring, 
* The Old and New Teſtament, 
Cc 3 14] 


—— _ 
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I4 ; 
HY * Neck doth E. 5 @ an Ivory Tower, 
In perfe& pureneſs, and united Power, 
Thine Þ Eyes (like Pools at a frequented Gate 
For every Comer to draw Water at) 
Are common treaſures, and like Cryſtal Glaſles, 
Shew each his lively viſage, as he paſſes. 
Thy Þ Noſe, the curious Organ of thy ſcent, 
Wants nothing more, for uſe, for Ornament. 
* Teachers. Tf Glorious in all parts. 


I 5. 

HY * Tires of Gold Covich with glorious Gems 

Rare Diamonds, and Princely Diadems) 
Adorn thy Brows, and with their native worth 
Advance thy glory, and ſer thy beauty forth; 
So perfe& are thy Graces, ſo Divine, 
And full of Heaven are thoſe fair looks of thine, 

' That I'm inflamed with the double fire 

Of thy full beauty, and my fierce defire, 

Y The Ceremonies of the Church. 

(_16.} 
OQ Sacred Symmetry! O rare connexion 
Of many perfefs, to make one perfe&ion! 

O Heavenly Mutick, where all parts do meet 
In one ſweet ſtrain, to make one perfect ſweet ! 
O glorious Memher, whoſe cach ſeveral feature 
Divine, compoſe ſo, ſo Divine a Creature ! 
Fair ſoul, as all thy parts united be 
Entire, fo ſumam'd are all my joys 1n thee. 


7. 
TH Y curious Fabrickl Reed Stature 
Is like the generous Palm. whoſe lofty nature 
In ſpight of envious violence will aſpire, 
When moſt ſuppreſt, the more it mounts the higher ; 


Thy 


Sons Sonets, = 


Thy lovely Breaſts (whoſe Beauty re-invites 
My oft remembrance to her oft delights) 
Are like the ſwelling Cluſters of the Vine 
So full of ſiveetneſs are thoſe breaſts of thine. 


[ 18. 
RT thou my Palm? My buſic hand ſhall nouriſh 
Thy fruitful roots, and makethy branches flouriſh. 
Art thou my Vine? my skilful arm ſhall dreſs 
Thy * dying plants 3 my living ſprings ſhall bleſs 
Thy F infant Buds ; my blaſting breath ſhall quell 
|| Preſumptuous weeds, and make thy Cluſters ſwell ; 
And all that love thee, ſhall attain the favour 
To taſte thy ſweetneſs, and to ſmell thy favour. 
* Deſpairing ſouls. T Young Converts. || Oppoſers of the 
Truth. 


[ 19. 

TT Hoſe Oracles that from thy lips proceed, 

With ſweet Evangels, ſhall delight and feed 
Tir attentive ear, and like the Trumpetr's voice, 
Amarze faint hearts, bur make brave ſpirits rejoice : 
Thy breath, whoſe Diale& is moſt Divine, 
Incends quick flames, where emher'd ſparks but ſhine ; 
It ſtrikes the Pleaders Rher'rick with derifion, 
And makes the dulleſt Soul a Rhetorician. 


BRID E. 
SONET XXL. 


Y Faith, not merirs, hath aſſur*d thee mine 3 

Thy Love, normy deſert, hath made me tlune; 
Unworthy I, whoſe drowzy ſoul reje&ted 
Thy precious favours, and (ſecure) negle&ed 
Thy glorious preſence, how am I become 
A Bride befitting ſo Divine a Groom! 
It is no merit, no deſert of mine, 
Thy love, thy love alone, hath made me thune. 

Cc 4 | (2-] 
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2, 

ig then the bounty C a, dear eleGtton 

Hath ſtyPd me thine, Oler the ſweer retle&ion 
Of thy 1luſtrious Beams, my ſoul inſpire, 
And with thy Spirit inflame my hot defire 
Unite our Souls ; O letthy Spirit reſt 
And make perpetual home within my Breſt ; 
Inftru& me ſo, that I may gain the Skill, 
To ſuite my tervice to thy ſacred Will. 


Ome, come, (my oc Lined chou that arr 
Ti” united joys of my united heart, 
Core, 'cr us vitir, with the morning light 
Our proſp'rous * Vines ; with mutual delight 
Let's view thoſe Grapes, whoſe cluſters being F preft 
Shall makerich Wines, to ferve our Marriage Fcaſt ; 
That by the thriving Plants tt may appear, 
Our joys perfecting Marriage drawcth near. 
* Congregation of the faithful. T By 1Fl/Hons 
[4+] | 
Ehold, my * new-ditcioied Flowers prelent 
Before thy Gates, their tributary ſcent: 
Reſerve themſelves for Garlands, that they may 
Adorn the Bridegroom, on his Marriage Day : 
My f Garden's full of || Trees, and every Tree 
Laden with * Fruit, which I devore to thee 
Eternal joys betide thathappy Gueſt, 
Thar taſtes the dainties of the Bridegroom's Feaſt. 
* Young Converts. Þ Aſſemblies. || Faithfuls * Faith 
and good Works, 


Would to God FS. Ht M (theſe fainting eyes, 
Whoſe eager appetite could ne'r deviſe 

A dearer obje&) might bur once behold 
My Love {as Iam) cladin fleſhly mold, " 
| at 


F 
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That each may corporally converſe with other, 

As Friend with Friend, as Sifter with her Brother ! 
O how mine cyes could welcoine ſucha fight ! by 
How would my Soul diſſolve with o'r-delight ! 


6, : 

* Hen ſhould this ha dug my faireſt Spouſe, 4 
To taſte a Banquet at my Mothers * Houle ; 2 

Our fruitful Garden ſhould preſent thine eyes be 
With fveer delights ; her Trees ſhould ſacrifice "al 
Their carly fruirs to thee; our tender Vine of 
Should chear thy Palate with her unpreſt Wine to 
Thy hand ſhould reach my living Plants to thrive, of 
And ſuch as are a dying, to revive. :fÞ 
* The Univerſal Church. "Ir 
[74] tale 
'L Hen ſhould my Soul enjoy within this Breſt 8x 
A holy Sabbath of eternal Reſt F-3 

Then ſhould my Cauſe, that ſuffers through deſpight th 
QXf errour and rude ignorance, have right 3 HP 
Then ſhould theſe * itreams, whoſe tides (o often riſe, BY: 
Be ebb'd away from my ſuffuſed eyes : "LS 
Then ſhould my ſpirits fill'd wich heavenly mirth, Is 
Triumph o'r Hell, and finda Heaven on Earth. BY 
* Teays and ſorrows. Tat 
LL you that wiſh the bounriful encreaſe BY: 
Of deareſt Pleaſures, and Divineſt Peace, i 4 
I charge you all, (if ought my charge may move #0 
Your tender hearts) * notto diſturb my Loye A 
Vex not his gentle Spirit, nor bereave | Fl 
Him of his Joys, that 1s ſo apt to grieve; oe 
Dare not ro break his quiet ſlumbers, leſt i4 : 
You rouzea raging Lion from his reſt. Hh; 
* Not to vex and grieve his holy Spirit. ket 
Who wi l 2 
YG, 
1H! 
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[9] 

\ HO ever lov'd, that ever lov'd, as I, 

Thar for his ſake renounce my ſelf, deny 
The Worlds beſt Joys, and have the world forgone ? 
Whoever lov'd ſo dear as I have done ? 
I fought my Love, and found him * lowly laid 
Beneath the Tree of Love, in whoſe ſweet ſhade 
He reſted ; there hiseye ſent forth the fire 
That firſt inflam'd my amorous defire. 

* In humility. 


10. 
M: deareſt "RA 3. 2 me on thy heart 
So ſure, that envious Earth may never part 
Our joined Souls ; let not the world remove 
My chaftedefires from ſo choice a Love ; 
For, O, my Love's not ſlight, her flames are ſerious, 
Was ever Death fo pow'rful, ſo imperious? 
My jealous zeal 15 a conſuming fire, 
That burns my ſoul, through fear and fierce defire. 
II. 
| may be quencht, and flames though ne'r ſo great 
With many drops ſhall faint, and loſe their heat : 
But theſe quick fires of Love, rhe more ſuppreſt, 
The more they flame in my inflamed brefſt. 
Howdark is honour ! how obſcure and dim 
Is Earths bright Glory, bur compar'd with him ! 
How foul is beauty ! what a toil is pleaſure ! 
How poor is wealth! how baſe a thing is treaſure ! 


; 12, 
Have a* Siſter, which by by Divine 
And bounteous Grace, our Marriage ſhall make thine. 
She is mine own, mine only Siſter, whom 
My Mother bare, the youngeſt of her womb ; 
She's yet a F Child, her beauty may improve, 
Her breaſts are ſmall, and yer too green for Love 3 
* The Church of the.Gentales, then uncalled, F Uncal”4 
't0 the truth, When 


Srons Sonets. 395 
Whentime and years ſhall adde perfe&ion to her, 


Say (deareſt Love) what honour wiltthou doher ? # 
BRIDE-GROO M. 7 
SONET. XXIL L 
F ſhe be fair, and with her beauty prove kj 
As chaſte, as loyal to her Virgin- Love, 1 
Asthou haſt been 3 then 1n that high degree od + 
Il honour her, as I have honour'd thee : "= 
Be ſhe asconſtant ro her Veſtal Vow, bf 
And true to her devoted faith, as thou; Ei 
T'll crown her head, and fill her hand with power, bs 
And give a Kingdom to her for a Dower. "#8 
BRIDE (> 
SONET XXIIL. ahh 
L WW 7 Hentime ſhall ripen theſe her green defires, [AY 
And holy Love ſhall breathe her heavenly fires Fi 
Into her Virgin-breaſt, her heart ſhall be zi 


As true to Love, as I am true to thee : : 
O when thy boundleſs bounty ſhall conjoin 
Her equal-glorious Majeſty with mine, 


wedlock ſhall couple our eſpouſed hands. 


My joys are perfe&, then in ſacred Bands | / 

FE 

1S14 

BRIDE-GROO MM. i 

SONET XXIV. Ppt. 

T Am thy Gardner, thou my fruitful Vine, | 781 

.J Whoſe rip'ned Cluſters ſwell with richeſt wine 3 0 

The Vines of So/omon were not lo fair, M40 

His Grapes were not ſo prectous, as thine are Bt 

His Vines were ſubjed to the vulgar will ; 
Of hired hands, and mercenary $k1ll: | 3% 
Corrupted Carles were merry with his Vines, ff ' 


{ dat a price return'dtheir barter'd Wines, F2ff 


nr 
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2. 
UT mine's a STEW.S, alich no ruder hand 
Shall rouch, ſubjected to my fole command; 
My ſelf with this laborious Arm will dreſs it, 
My preſence with a buſie cye ſhall bleſs it; 
O Princely Solomon, thy thriving Vine 
Is not ſo fair, fo bountiful as mine ; 
Thy greedy ſharers claiman earned hire, 
But mine's reſerv'd, and to my ſelf intire. 


_ 3+ 

Thou that dwelleſt * - th* eternal Fame 
Of my renown ſo glorifies thy name ; 

Uluftrious Bride, in whoſe Celeſtial Tongue 

Are ſacred Spells t'inchant the ruder throng; 

O ! ler thy lips like a perpetual Story, 

Divulge my Graces, and declare my Glory ; 

Dire& thoſe hearts that errour leads aſtray, 

Diſſolve the F Wax, but make obdure the ||Clay. 

* In the great Congregation. T The Penitent, || The 
Preſumptuoas. | 


SONET XXV. 


Oſt glorious Love, and honourable Lord, 
My heart's the vowed ſervant of thy word, 

But I am weak, and as a tender Vine, 
Shall fall, unpropt by that dear hand of thine : 
Aſſiſt me therefore, that I may fulfill 
What thou command'ſt, and then command thy will ; 
O leave thy Sacred Spirit 1n my breſt, 
As Earneſt of an Cverlaſting Reſt. 


c_ —_— 


Toe End, 
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399 
TO T WY 


READER. 


F the ruines of Troy, Rome, Thebes, or 
Carthage, have been thought a ſubjett wor- 
thy the employment of more ſerious Pens, to 
entail the remembrance thereof to poſterity, 

how much more worthy the pains of a lwvelier Pen 

than mine, is this ancient, moſt true, and never 
enouzh to be lamented Deſolation, and Captivity of 

Jeruſalem; Jeruſalem, the holy City of God; 

Jeruſalem, rhe T ype of the Catholick, Church ? 

After eighteen months Siege, in the eleventh 
year of Zedekiah, the ninth day of the fourth 
month, (which was the eighteenth year of Nebu- 
chadonozor over Babylon) the Princes of Baby- 
lon ſurprized and took, this brave City of Jeruſa- 
lem : preſently after which., Nabuzaradan the 

General of the Babylonian Army (commanded by 

Nebuchadonozor) ſpoiled the Temple , carried 

away the Veſſels of Gold and Silver, that were con- 

ſecrated to Gods ſervice, and the great Laver given 
by King Solomon, and burned the Temple, the 
fir day of the next month, which was one and 
twenty days after the ſurprizal : 470. years, ſix 
months, and ten days after the foundation there- 


UE 


To the Reader. 

of 1062 years, ſix months, ten days, after the 

departure of the people out of Egypt; 1950 years," 
ſix months, ten days, after the Deluge, and 3513 

years, fix months, ten days, after the Creation of 
Adam. Thus, and then wasthe City of Jerufalem 

taken, and for ſeventy years remained the Tews 
this Captivity : And thns, in brief, 1s the general 
occaſion why, and the time when theſe Lamentati- 

01s were compoſed. Reader, I tender to thy conſt 

deration two things : Firſt, the Pen-man : Se- 

conaly, the Art and Method of this Threnodia. As 

for the firſt, it was penned by Jeremy the Prophet, 

the Son of Hilkiah, a Prieſt and undoubtedly 

#ndifted by the Spirit of Go1:;, Some think it was 
written when the Prophet was in Priſon : Others, 

when he was with Godoliah at Maſpah : but whe- 

ther at the one place, or the other, it is not much 
material to diſcourſe. 

Secondly, As touching the Art and Method, 
it is ſhort and conciſe, as being moſt natural to ſv 
lamentable a Subje&t. Cicero ſays, Lamentationes 
debent eſſe conciſz & breves, quia cito lachry- 

\ma exareſcit, & difficile eſt auditores, aut ]e- 
ftores 1n illo affetu ſummz commilſerationis, 
diu tenere. The method is truly elegions, not bound 
to an ordinary ſet form, but wildly depending upon 
the ſudden ſubject, that new griefs preſent, and 
indeed the deepeſt ſorrows cannot be but diſtrafted 
from all rules of methad; the neglef# of which 


A 
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To the READER. 401 


ir. venial in ſuch ejaculations as theſe, at which in 
all the Scriptures, there is none ſo copious, none 
ſo ardent z concerning which Greg. Nazianzen 
confeſſes, Threnos Jeremiz nunquam Aa ſe ſiccis 
oculis Jectos efle. Yet ſome think there is a Me- 
thod kept, but too fine and intricate, for our groſs 
apprehenſions : Touching this point, Saint Ambroſe 
Lib.8. Epiſt.ad Juſt. ſays, Demus eas ſecundum 
artem non ſcripliſſe, at certe ſecundum gratiam 
{cripſiſle fatendum eſt,quz omnemartem longe 
ſuperat, and with this I reſt. 

You ſhall obſerve, that the four firſt Chapters of 
theſe Lamentations carry a ſtritt order in the Ori- 
ginal, for every Verſe throughout every Chapter, 
begins with a ſeveral letter of the Hebrew Alphabet, 
except the third Chapter wherein the firſt,and every 
third Verſe onely is tyed to 4 letter, and continues 
the Alphabet through ; which form the Prophet 
uſed, partly for eloquence, partly for memory ſake ; 
meaning either literally thus, that it ought to be 


perfett as the A'phabet in memory, or Hieroglyphi- 


cally, thus that, as the Alphabet is the Radix of all. 


words, ſo the miſeries of the Fews, were the combi- 
nation of all miſeries. | 

For the ſame cauſes, 1 likewiſe here in my 
Periphraſe, have obſerved the ſame form, and con- 
tinue the Alphabet in Engliſh, as the Prophet did 
n the Hebrew, deſiring to be his ſhadow, as much 


as I can. 
Dd It 
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It appears by the ſtriftneſs of the Order, that 
theſe Lamentations were Originally writ in Verſe, 
and as ſome think, in Sapphicks, & many of our 
learned Neotericks deny, that any writings of the 
Jews carry, now, any airett or certain Laws of 
Poeſie, though (they confeſs) ſome ruinous Ac- 
cents, here and there diſcovered, makes them ima- 
gihe, they writ ſomethings in verſe, but now, it 
ſeems that G O D,, tn diſperſing them, hath likewiſe 
diſſolved, and ſtruck dumb their Muſick. 


Farewel. 
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To the true | 
THEANTHR OPOS, 
Jeſus Chriſt, 
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TY Alpha and Omega, before whom 184 
Things paſt and preſent, and things yet to come; w_ ; | 
Are all alike ; O proſper my deſigns, 

And ler thy Spirit enrich my feeble lines ; 
Revive my paiſion ; let mineeye behold 

Thoſe ſorrows preſent, which were wept of old : 
Strike ſad my ſoul, and give my Pen the Art 

To move z and me an underſtanding heart. 

©, let the accents of each word make known, 

I mix the Tears of $07, with mine own : 
Preſerve all ſuch, as bear true hearts to S:07, 

We are thy Lambs, © be thou ſtill our L:on. 
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SIONS ELEGIES. 


'Threnodaia I. 


ELEG. ht. 


H grief of Times! ah ſable times of Grief, 
Whoſe torments find a voice, bur no relief! 
| Are theſe the buildings ? theſe the Tower and State, 
That all th' amazing earth ſtood wondring at? 
Ts this that City, whoſe eternal Glory 
Could find no period for her endleſs ſtory ? 
Ang 1s ſhe come to this ? Her buildings raz'd, 
Her Towers burnt? Her Glory thus defac'd ? 
O ſudden change ! O world of Alterations ! 
She, ſhe that was the Prince, the Queen 'of Nations, 
See, how ſhe lies, of ſtrength, of all, bereav'd, 
Now paying Tribute, which ſhe once receiv'd. 


ELEG. Ih 


Ehold ! her eyes, thoſe glorious eyes that were 
B Like two fair Suns in one celeſtial Sphere, 
Whoſe radiant Beams did, once, retle& fo bright, 
Are now eclipſed, and have loſt their light; 

And ſeem like Iſlands about which appears 
A troubled Ocean, with a Tide of Tears 


Sons Elepies. 4.0 


Her ſervants Cities (that were once at hand, 
And bow'd thelr ſervile necks to her command) 
Stand all aloof, as ſtrangers to her moan, 

And give her leave to ſpend her tears alone; 
Her neighbours flatter, wich a falſe relief, 

And with a kiſs betray her to her gricf. 


ELEG. IE. 


Ompaſt around with Seas of briny tears, 
7udah laments; diſtraught with double fears ; 

Even as the fearful Partridge, to excule her 
From the fierce Goſ-hawk, that too cloſe purſues her, 
Falls in a Covert, and her ſelf doth cover 
From her unequal Foe, that fits above her : 
Mean-while the treaſon of her quick Retrivers, 
Diſcovers novel dangers, and delivers 
Her to a ſecond fear, whoſe double fright 
Finds ſafety not in ſtaying, nor 1n flight : 
Even ſo is Zudah vext, with change of woes, 
Betwixt the home-bred, and her foreign Foes. 


ELEG. IV. 


I'D not theſe ſacred Cauſeys, that are leading 

To $10n, late ſeem pav'd, with often treading ? 
Now ſecret Dens, for lurking Thieves to meet 3 
Unpreſt, unleſs by ſacrilegions feer; 
Sion, the Temple of the higheſt God 
Stands deſolate, her holy ſteps untrad 3 
Her Altars are defac'd, her Virgin-fires 
Surceaſe, and with a ſtink her ſnuff expires 3 : 
Her Prieſts have chang'd their Hymns to fighs and cries, 
Her Virgins weep forth Rivers from their eyes : ; 
O Sion, thou that wert the Chitld:of mirth, 
Art now the ſcorn, and by-werd. of the Earth. 
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S10ns Elepies. 


ELEG. V. 


Ncreas'd in power, and high Cheviſance 

/ Of Arms, the Tyrant Foe-men do advance 
Their crafty creſts ;. he, he that was thy father, 
And crown'd rhee once with bleſſings, now doth gather 
His Troops to work thy end 3 him, who advanc'd thee 
To he Earth's Queen, thy fins have benr againſt thee : 
Strange ſpe&acle of grief! Thy tender fry, 
Whom childhood taught no language but their cry, 
T* expreſs their infant grief, theſe, wretched theſe, 
By force of childiſh rears, could nor appeaſe 
The ruthleſs ſword, which deaf to all their cries, 
Did drive them captives from their Mothers eyes. 


ELEG. VI. 


Air Virgin Son, where, (ah) where are thoſe 

" Pure cheeks, wherein the Lilly and the Roſe 
So much contended lately for the place, 
Till both compounded in thy gloxious face ? 
How haſt thou blear'd thoſe Sun-bright eyes of thine, 
Thoſe beams, the royal Magazins of divine 
And facred Majeſty, from whoſe pure light 
The purblind worldlings did receive their ſight ? 
Thy fearful Princes leave their fenceleſs Towers, 
And fly like Harts before their ſwift purſuers ; 
Like light-foot Hartrs they fly, not knowing where, 
Prickt on with Famine, and diftrated Fear. 


E LEG. VII, 


F N Ald with her-grief, . Zeruſalem recals 
\ J To mind her loſt delights, her Feftivals, 
Her peaceful freedom, ambfull joys, in vain 
Wiſhing what Earth cannot reſtore again; Suc- 


1088 Elegres, 


Succor ſhe ſought and begg'd, but none was there 
To give the Alms of one poor trickling tear ; 

The ſcornful lips of her amazed Foes, 

Deride the grief of her diſaſtrous woes ; 

They laugh, and lay more ample torments on her, 
Diſdain to look, and yer _—_ Ln upon her, 
Abuſe her Altars, hate her Offerings, 

Prophane her Sabbaths, and her holy Things. 


ELEG., VIIL 
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"F Adſt thou, ( Zrrsſaley) O, had thy heart *tt 

Been loyal to his Love, whoſe once thou wert, A885 

O, had the beams of thy unveiled eye {0 4 

Continu'd pure ; hadſt thou been nice to 6 6 

New pleaſures, thus thy glory ne'r had waſted, [9g 
Thy walls, till now, like thy reproach, had laſted: if 
# 


Thy Lovers, whoſe falſe beauties did intice thee, 
Have ſeen thee naked, and do now deſpiſe thee 3 tet . 
Drunk with thy wanton pleaſures, they are fled, 
And ſcorn the bounty of thy loathed bed 

Leſt to thy guilt (the ſervant of thy ſin) 

Thou ſhame'ſt to ſhow, what oncs thou gloriedſt in. 
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ELEG. IX. ” li 
Eruſalem is all Infe&ed over it : 

With Leproſie, whole filth no ſhade can cover, 'vÞ. 
Puft up with pride, unmindful of her end, | IL 
See how ſhe les, devoid of help, or friend. 4" 
Great Lord of Lords (whoſe mercy far tranſcends 7 
Thy ſacred Juſtice) whoſe full hand attends W120 
The cries of empty Ravens, bow down thine ears tt 173 
To wretched Sion, Sion drown'd in tears: te; 
Thy hand did plant her, (Lord) ſhe is thy Vine, in 
Confound her foes : they are her foes, and thine : Li i 


4.06 a | Sons Elegies. 
Shew wonted favour to thy holy Dill: 
Rebuild her Walls, and love thy Sion ſtill, 


Nees falfly bent to Dagon, now defile 
Her waſted Temple, rudely they deſpoil 

Th' abuſed Altars, and no hand reljeves. 
Her Houſe of Prayer, is turn'd a den of Thieves ; 
Her coſtly Robes, her ſacred treaſure ſtands 
A willing prey. to ſacrilegious hands 3 
Her Prieſts are flain, and ina luke-warm flood , 
Through every 'thannel runs the Levites blood 
The hallowed Temple of the higheſt God, 
Whoſe purer foor-ſteps were not: to be trod 
With unprepared feet, before her eye 
Is tured a Grove, for baſe Idelatry. - 


E LEG, "XI, 


] is with Death and Famine, 7udah groans, 

And to the Air breathes forth her airy moans, 
Her fainting eyes wax dim, her cheeks grow pale, 
Her wandring ſteps deſpair to ſpeed, and fail, 
She faints, and through her trembling lips, half dead, 
She whiſpers of the holy name of bread : 
Great God, let thy offended wrath ſurceaſe, 
Behold thy ſervants, ſend thy ſervants peace 3 
Behold thy vaſſals, groveling on the duit: 

ft Be merciful (dear God) as well as juſt. 

; "Tis thou, *ris thou alone, that ſent this grief, 

| *Tis thou, *ris thou alone, can ſend relief. 


iS | _._*., ELEGXH8. 
K Y tongue's in labour with her painful birth, 
q That finds no paſſage: Lord,how ſtrange a _ 
. F. ; Q 


St0ns Elegies, 409 
Of words, concomitates a World of woes! 

I neither can conceal, nor yet diſcloſe: 

You weary Pilgrims, you, whoſe change of Climes 
Have taught you change of Fortune, and of Times, 
Stay, ſtay your feeble fteps, and caſt your eyes 

On me the AbſtraG of all miſeries. 

Say (Pilgrims) ſay, 1f &'r your eyes beheld 

More true Ihades; more unparallel'd, 

And mateleſs evils, which my offended God 
Re-ulcerates with his enraged Rod. 


ELEG. XIIL 


O humane power could, no envious Art 
. Of mortal man, could thus ſubje& my heart, 
My glowing heart, to theſe imperious fires ; 
No earthly ſorrow, but art length expires; 
But theſe my Tyranr-zorments do extend 
To infinites, not having eaſe, nor end 
Lo, I the Pris ner of the higheſt God, 
Inthralied to the vengeance of his Rod, 
Lie bound in fetters, that I cannot flie, 
Nor yet endure his deadly ſtrokes, nor die : 
My joys are turn'd to ſorrows, backt with fears, 
And I (poor 1) lie pickled up in tears. 


ELE 6G. XIV. 
0 How unfufferable is the weight 


Of fin ! how miſerable 1s their ſtate, 
The ſilence of whoſe ſecret fin conceals 
The ſmarr, till Juſtice tro Revenge appeals! 
How ponderous are my crimes, whoſe ample ſcroul 
Weighs down the pillars of my broken Soul! 
Their ſour, maſqu'd with ſweetneſs, over-ſway'd me, 
And with their ſmiling kiſſes, they betray'd me 3 

Betray'd 


410 Srons Elegies. 
Betray'd me to my foes, and what 1s worſe, 
Betray'd me to my ſelf, and heav'ns curſe, 


Betray'd my ſoul to an eternal grief, 
Devoid of hope, for c'r to find relief. 


ELEG. XV. 


Pip with change of woes, where-e'r I turn 
My fainting eyes, they find freſh cauſe to mourn : 
My griefs move like the Planets, which appear 
Chang'd from their places, conſtant in their ſphere ; 
Behold, the earth-confounding arm of Heaven, 
Hath cow'd my valiant Caprains, and hath driven 
Their ſcatter'd forces up and down the ſtreet, 

Like worried ſheep, afraid of all they meet ; 

My younger men, the feed of propagation, 

Exile hath driven from my divided Nation 

My tender Virgins have not 'ſcap'd their rage ; 
Which neither had reſpe& to youth, nor age. 


ELEG. XVI. 


Uick change of torments! equal to thoſe crimes 
Which paſt unthought of in my proſp'rous times; 

From hence proceed my griefs, (ah me !) from hence 
My Spring: tyde ſorrows have their influence z 
For theſe my ſoul diſſolves, my eyes lament, 
Spending thoſe tears, whoſe ſtore will ne'r be ſpent 3 
For theſe my fainting ſpirirs droop, and melt 
In anguiſh, ſuch as never Mortal felt 3 
Within the ſelf-ſame flames, I freez, and fry, 
T roar for help, and yet no help is nigh 
My Sons are loſt, whoſe fortunes would relieve me; 
And onely ſuch triumph, that hourly grieve me. 


ELEG. 


Sons Elegres, 4-I1 


E LEG, XVII 


Ent from the glory of her loſt renown, 

Sion laments 3 Her lips (her lips o'rtlown 
With floods of tears) ſhe prompteth how to break 
New languages, inſtruRs her tongue to ſpeak 
Elegious Diale&s 3 She lowly bends 
Her duſty knees upon the earth, extends 

Her brawnleſs arms to them, whoſe ruthleſs eyes 
Are red with laughing ar her miſeries 3 

Naked ſhe lies, deform'd, and circumvented 
With troops of fears, unpiried, unlamented, 

A loathſom drain for filth, deſpis'd, forlorn, 
The (corn of Nations, and the child of ſcorn. 


ELEG, XVIIL 


Our wages iſſue from the ſweets of ſin, 
.J Hcavens hand 1s juſt, this treacherous heart hath bin 
The Author of my woes: *Tis I alone ; 
My ſorrows reap, what my foul fins have ſown 3 
Often they cry'd to Heaven, e'r Heaven reply'd, 
And vengeance ne'r had come, had they ne'r cry'd ; 
All you that paſs, vonchſate your gracious ears, 
To hear theſe cries ; your eyes, to view theſe tears : 
They are no heat-drops of an angry heart, 
Or childiſh paſſion of 2n 1dle ſmart ; 
But they are Rivers ſpringing from an eye, 
- Whoſe ftreams, no joy can ſtop, no grief draw dry. 


E LEG. XIX, 


4 Urn where I lift, new cauſe of woe preſents 
k My poor diſtrated foul with new laments; 


Where 
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4.12 Sons Elegies. 


Where ſhall I turn? ſhall Timplore my friends? 

Ah, ſummer friendſhip, with the Summer ends ; 

In vain to them my groans, in vain my tears, 

For harveſt friends can find no winter ears. 

Or ſhall I call my ſacred Prieſts for aid ? 

Alas! my pined Prieſts are all betray'd 

To Death, and Famine ; in the ſtreets they cried ' 
For bread, and whilſt they ſought for bread, they died. 
Vengeance could never ſtrike ſo hard a blow, 

As when ſhe ſends an unlamented woe. 


ELEG. XX. 


bm (great God) to turn thy tender eyes 
On me poor wretch : Oh, let my midnight cries 
(That never ceaſe, if never ſtopt with tears ) 
Procure audience from thy gractous ears 3 

Behold thy creature, made by change of prief, 

The þareſt wretch, that ever beg'd relief z 

See, ſee, my ſoul 15 tortur'd on thy Rack, 

My bowels tremble, and my heart-ſtrings crack; 
Abroad, the ſword with open ruine frights me ; 

At home, the ſecret hand of Famine fmires me z 
Strange fires of grief! How 1s my ſoul oppreſt, 

That finds abroad no peace, at home no reſt ! 


ELEG. XXI. 


% Here, where art thou, O facred Lamb of peace, 
That promis'd to the heavy laden, eaſe? 

Thee, thee alone, my often bended knee 

Invokes, that have no other help, but thee : 

My foes (amazed at my hoarſe complaining) 

Scoff at my oft repeated cries, diſdaining 

To lend their proſp'rous hand, they hiſs and ſmile, 

Taking a pleaſure to behold my ſpoil ; Y a 
elr 


Sons Elegies, 413 


Their hands delight to bruiſe my broken reeds, 
And ſtill perſiſt to prick that heart that bleeds : 
But there's a Day (if Prophets can divine) 
Shall ſcourge their ſms, as they have ſcourged mine. 
| ELEG. XXIL 
O Ul nojſome weeds, thar lift your creſts ſo high, 
When better ou for want of moiſture dic; 

Think you to flouriſh ever ? and (unſpy'd) 
To ſhoot the flowers of your fruitleſs pride ? 
If plants be cropt, becauſe their fruits are ſmall, 
Think you to thrive, that bear no fruit at all ? 
Look down (great God) and from their places tear 
Theſe weeds, that ſuck the juice, ſhould make us bear : 
Undew*'d with ſhowers, let them ſee no Sun, 
But feel thoſe Froſts, that thy poor plants have done. 
O cleanſe thy Garden that the World may know 
We are the ſeed, that thy right hand did ſow. 


—— — 


Threnodia 1I. 


ELEG. L. 


Las! my torments, my diſtracted fears 

Have no commerce, with reaſonable tears: 
How hath heavens abſence darkned the renown 
Of Sons glory with.one angry frown ! 
How hath th' Almighry clouded thoſe bright beams, 
And chang'd her beauries ſtreamers, into ſtreams ! 
$:on, the glory of whoſe refulgent Fame 
Gave earneſt of an everlaſting name, 
Is now become an indigeſted Maſs, 
And ruine 1s, where that brave glory was. 
How hath heaven ſtruck her earth-adminmgh name, 
From th* height of honour, to the depth of ſhame ! 


E L EG. 
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Sons E lepies. 
ELEG.1IL 


Bay nor ſtrength of building could entice, 
Or force revenge from her juſt enterpriſe 3 
Mercy hath ſtopt her Ears, and Juſtice hath ' 
Paur'd out full Vials of her kindled wrath ; 
Imparient of delay, ſhe hath ſtruck down 

The pride of Sion, kickt off Zudab's Crown ; 

Her ſtreets unpeopled, and diſperſt her powers, 
And with the ground hath levell'd her high Towers ; 
Her Prieſts are Jain z her captiv'd Princes are 
Unranſom'd Priſoners ; Slaves her men of war 
Nothing remains of all her wonted glory, 

But ſad memorials of her tragick ſtory. 


E LEG. III. 


Onfuſed horror, and confounding ſhame, 
Have blurr'd the beauty, and renowned name 

Of righteous 1/rae! 3 1ſrael's frunful Land, 
Entail'd by Heaven, with the uſurping hand 
Of uncontrouled Gentiles, 15 laid waſte, 
And with the ſpoil of ruine 15 defac'd ; 
The angry mouth of Juſtice blows rhe fires 
Of haſty vengeance, whoſe quick flame aſpires 
With fury to thar place, which Heaven did ſever, 
For Facob, and his holy ſeed for ever 
No part, no ſecret angle of the Land, 
Which bears no mark of Heaven's enraged hand. 


ELEG. IV. 


Arts,thrild fromHeaven,transfix my bleeding heart, 
And fill my ſoul with everlaſting ſmart, 
Whoſe feſt'righWound no fortune can ſecure ; 


Th' Almighty ſtrikes but ſeldom, bur ftrikes ſure 3 _ 


Sons Elegtes. 415 
His finewy arm hath drawn his fteely bow, 

And ſent his forked ſhafts to overthrow 

My pined Princes, and to ruinate 

The weakned Pillars of my wounded State : 

His hand hath ſcourg'd my dear delights, acquited 

My ſoul, of all, wherein my ſoul delighted : 

I am the mirror of unmasked fin, 

To ſee her (dearly purchas'd) pleaſures in. 


ELEG. V. 


Ven as the Pilot, whoſe ſharp Keel divides 
The encountring Waves of the Sicilian Tides, 

Toft on the liſts of death, ſtriving to "ſcape 
The danger of deep-mouth'd Carybdzs rape, 
Rebuts on S:y{la, with a forc'd career. 
And wrecks upon a leſs ſuſpe&ed fear : 
Even ſo poor I, contriving to withſtand 
My Foe-mans, fall into the Almighty's hand : 
SoI, the child of ruine, to avoid 
Leſs dangers, by a greater, am deſtroy'd ; 
How neceſſary, ah! how ſharp's his end, 
Thar neither hath his God, nor Man, to Friend ! 


ELEG. VL, 


| hr Son hangs her drooping head 

Upon her fainting breaſt ; Her ſoul is fed 

With endleſs grief, whoſe rorments had depriv'd her 

Long fince, of life, had not new pains reviv'd her ; 

$ion 15 like a Garden, whoſe defence 

Being broke, 1s left to the rude violence 

Of waſtiful Swine, full of negle&ed waſte ; 

Nor having flower for ſmell, nor herb for taſte ; 

Heaven takes no pleaſure in her holy Feaſts ; 

Her 1dle Sabbarhs, or burnt fat of Beaſts; . 
oth 


4.16 Sons Elepies. 


Both State and Temple are deſpoil'd, and fleec'r 
Of all their beauty 3 without Prince, or Prieſt. 


ELEG. VIL 


Lory, that once did Heavens bright Temple fill, 

Is now departed from that ſacred Hill ; 
See, how the empty Alrars ſtand diſguis'd, 
Abus'd by Gentiles, and by Heaven deſpis'd ; 
Thar place, wherein the Holy One hath taken 
So ſweet delight, lies loathed and forſaken ; 
That facred place, wherein the precious Name 
Of great 7ehovah was preſerv'd, the ſame 
Ts turn'd a Den for thieves 3 an open ſtage 
For vice toa& on; a defiled Cage 
Of unclean birds ; a houſe of priviledge 
For fin, and uncontrotled facriledge. 


ELEG. VIIL 
Lo hath decreed; his angry breaft doth boil, 


His time's expired, and he's arm'd to ſpoil ; 
His ſecret Will adjourn'd the righreous doom 
Of threatned Son, and her time is come 
His hand is arm'd with thunder, from his eyes 
A flame more quick, than ſulph'rovs tra, flies 3 
Sion muſt fall : That hand which hath begun, 
Can never reſt, till the full work be done. 
Her Walls are ſunk, her Towers are overthrown, 
Heaven will not leave a ſtone upon a ſtone ; 
Hence, hence the floods of roaring 744ah riſe, 
Hence S/oz fills the Ciſterns of her eyes. - 


E LEG. IX. 
O Y is departed from the holy gates 
Of dear Feruſalem, and peace retreats 
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Sons Elepres. 417 
From waſted $392 3 her high walls, that were 

An armed proof againſt the brunt of fear, 

Are ſhrunk for ſhame, jf nor withdrawn, for pity, 
To ſee the ruine of ſo brave a City ; 

Her Kings, and out-law'd Princes live conſtrain'd 
Hourly to hear the name of Heaven profan'd; 
Manners and Laws, the life of government, 

Are ſent into eternal baniſhment ; 

Her Prophets ceale to preach ; they vow, unheard : 
They howl to Heaven, but Heaven gives no regard. 


ELEG. X. 


Ing, Prieſt, and People, all alike are clad 

In weeds of Sackcloth, taken from the ſad 
Wardrobe of ſorrow, Profſtrate on the earth, 
They cloſe their lips, their lips eſtrang'd to mirth : 
Silent they fit, for dearth of ſpeech affords 
A ſharper accent, for true grief, than words : 
The Father wants a Son, the Son a Mother ob. 
The Bride her Groom : the Brother wants a Brother ; 7M 
| Some, Famine: Exile ſome 3 and ſome the Sword oy: 
| Hath ſlain : all want, when $02 wants her Lord : ":: 
How art tho all in aff ! There's nothing ſcant p & 
{ (Great God) with thee ; Without thee, all things wane. 4 


ELEG. XL 


Aunch forth my ſoul into a ſea of tears, {7 
Whoſe ballanc'd bulk no other Pilot ſtears Wb 5 
| Than raging ſorrow, . whoſe uncertain hand, 3H: 
Wanting her compaſs, ſtrikes on every ſand ; 
Driven with ſtorm of fghs, ſhe ſeeks the Haven 
Of Reſt; bur like a Noabs wandring Raven, | 
She ſcowers the Main : and, as a Sea-loſt Rover, i# 
She toartis, but can no Jand. of peace diſcover : ; | 
E e : Mine | 
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418 Sons Elegies. 

Mine eyes are faint with tears; tears have no end, 
The more are ſpent, the more remain to ſpend: 
What marble (ah !) whar Adamantine eye, 

Can look on S7ons ruine, and not cry ? 


ELEG. XII. 


Y tongue ! the tongues of Angels are too faint 
T* expreſs the cauſes of my juſt complaint 3 

See how the pale-fac'd ſucklings roar for faod, 
And from their milkleſs mothers breaſts, draw blood ; 
Children ſurceaſe their ſerjous toyes, and plead 
With trickling tears, Ah mothers, give us bread ! 
Such goodly Barns, and nor one grain of Corn ? 
Why did the Sword eſcap's? Why were we born 
To be devour'd and pin'd with famine ? ſave us 
With quick relief, or rake the lives you gave us : 
They cry'd for bread, that ſcarce had breath to cry, 
And wanting means to live, found means to dye. 


E LEG. XIII 


Ever, ah! never yet, did vengeance brand 
A State with deeper ruine, than thy Land ; 
Dear $:0n, how could miſchief been more keen, 
Or ſtruck thy glory with a ſharper ſpleen ? 
Whereto ( 7eryſalem) to what ſhall I 
Compare this thy unequall'd miſery ? 
Turn back to Ages paſt, ſearch deep Records : 
| Theirs are, thine cannot be expreſt in words. 

Would, would to God, my lives cheap price might be 
Eſteem'd of value, but to ranſome thee 3 


Would I could cute thy grief; but whos able 


To heal that wound, that is immedicable ? | 
Re 


G 


| They ſhake rheir ſpleenful heads, diſdain, deride Fi of 
| The ſudden downfatl of fo fair a Pride, 1a, 
| They clap their joyful hands, and fill rheir rongues 7's 

With hifſes, Ballads, and with Lyrick ſongs: 


| And with their ſcornful fingers point they at her ; 
| I: this (fay they) that place, whoſe wonred fame 


Stons Elegres. 


E LEG. XIV. 


$:0n, had thy proſp'rous ſoul endur'd 

Thy Prophets ſcourge, thy joys had been ſecur'd, 
But thou (ah thou) haſt lent thine 1tching. ear 
To ſuch as claw'd, and only ſuch wouldſt hear ; 
Thy Prophets *nointed with unhallow'd oyle, : 
Rub'd where they ſhould have launc't, and did beguile 
Thy abuſed faith, their fawning lips did cry 
Peace, peace, alas when there was no peace nigh 
They quilced ſi]ken Curtains for thy crimes, 
Bely'd thy God, and only pleas'd the times : 
Dear Sion, oh! hadfi thou but had the ſkill 
To ſtop thine ears, thou hadſt been $70n ſiill, 


ELEG. XY. 


Eople, that travel through thy waſted land, 
Gaze on thy rutnes, and amazed ſtand, 


Her torments give their empty lips new matrer, 


Made troubled earth to tremble ar her name? | 
Is this thar State ? Are theſe thoſe goodly ſtations ?  W& 
Is this that Miſtreſs, and that Queen of Nations ? bi 4 


: ELEG. XVI. 33 
Uencht are the dying embers of compaſſion, [i 

For empty ſorrow finds no lamentarion : bt 

When as thy Harveft flouriſht with full cars, IT 

Thy (Iighteſt grief brought in a tyde of tears 3 3 

Ee 2 But 'F 
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420 Sons Elegies. 


But now, alas ! thy Crop conſum'd and gone, 

Thou art but food for beaſts to trample on : 

Thy ſervants glory 1m thy ruine, thoſe 

That were thy private friends, are publick foes : 
Fhus, thus (ſay they) we ſpit our ranc'krous ſpleen, 
And gnafh our teeth upon the worlds fair Queen: 
Thrice welcom this (this long expe&ed) day, 

That crowns our conqueſt, with ſo ſwcer a prey- 


ELEG. XVIL 


figs Judah! Could rhy flattring crimes 
Secure thee from the dangers of the times, 
Or did thy Summer Prophets ere foreſay 

Theſe evils, or warn'd thee of a winters day ? 

Did notthoſe ſweet-lipt Oracles beguile 

Thy wanton ears, with news of Wine, and Oyl ? 
But Heaven 1s juſt :: what his deep counſel will'd, 
His Prophets told, and Juſtice hath fulfil'd : 

He hath deſtroy'd ; no ſecret place fo void, 

No fort ſo ſure, that Heaven hath not deſtroy'd : 
Thou land of 74dah! how's thy ſacred Throne 
Become a ſtage, for Heathens to trample on! 


ELEG., XVIIL 


EE, ſee, th accurſed Gertzles do inherit 


The Land of promiſe 3 where Heavens ſacred pri: 


Built Temples for his everlaſting Name, 

There, there th' uſurping Pagans do proclaim 

Their 1dle Idols, unto whom they gave 

That ſtoln honour which Heavens Lord ſhould have : 

Wink Son ; O let not thoſe eyes be ſtain'd 

With Heavens diſhonour, ſee not Heaven profan'd : 

Cloſe, cloſe thine eyes, or if they needs muſt be 
Open, like flood-gates, to let water flee, 


+ %, fe, * ,. e ef |» % o_ 


ri: 


Yet let the violence of their flowing ſtreams 
Obſcure thine open eyes, and mask their beams. 


ELEG. XIXR. 


'* Ruſt not thy eye-lids, left a flattering ſleep 
Bribe them to reſt, apd they forget to weep : 


Pour out thy heart, thy heart diffolv'd in tears, 


Weep forth thy piaints in the Almightie's ears : 
O ler thy cries, thy cries to heaven addreft, 
Diſturb the ſilence of thy midnight reſt ; 

Prefer the ſad petitions of thy foul 


| To Heaven, ne'r cloſe thy lips, till Heaven condole 


Confounded S:on, and her wounded weal 
That God that ſmit, oh move that God to heal ! 


{ Oh, ler thy tongue ne'r ceaſe to call, thine eye 
| To weep, thy penfive heart ne'r ceaſe to crie! 


ELEG. XX, 


Ouchſafe, O thou eternal Lord of pity, 
To look on $S:9n, and thy Deareſt Ciry 


| Confus'd Zeryſalem, for thy Davzds ſake, 


And for that promiſe which thy ſelf did make 


{ To halting 1fael; lo, thy hand hath forc'd 
| Mothers (whom lawleſs famine hath divorc'd 


From dear —_— to devour the blooms, 

And buds, that burthen'd from their painful wombs : 
Thy facred Prieſts and Prophets, thar while-e'r 

Did hourly whiſper in thy neighb'ring ear, 

Are faln before the ſacrilegious Sword, 

Even where, even whilſt they did unfold thy Word. 


ELEG. XXI. 
\ Ounded, and waſted by th' eternal hand 


” 9 


Sons Elepres, 421 


| Of Heaven, I grovel on the ground ; my __ iÞ 
' E ; s q : 


422 Sons Elegies, 


Ts turn'd a Golgotha 3 before mine eye, 
Unſepulchr'd, my murthered people lie ; 

My dead lie rudely ſcatt'red on the ſtones; 

My Caufles all pav'd with dead mens bones 3 

The fierce deſtroyer doth alike forbear 

The maidens trembling, and the Matrons tear 
Th imperial ſword ſpares neither fool nor wiſe, 
The old man's pleading, nor 'the infants cries. 
Vengeance 4s deaf and blind, and ſhe reſpe&s 
Not young, nor old, nor wiſe, nor fool, nor ſex. 


E LEG. XXII 


Ears, heavy laden with their months, retire 3 

Months, gone their date of numbered days,expure; 
The days, full houred, to their period tend ; 
And hours, chac'd with lightfoot-minutes, end ; 
Yet my undated evils, no time will miniſh, 
Though years and months, though days and hours finiſh: 
Fears flock about me, as invited gueſts 
Before the Portals at proclaimed feaſts ; (fall; 
Where Heav'n hath breath'd, that man, ' that ſtate mult 
Heaven wants no thunderbolts to ſtrike withal : 
I am the ſubjed& of that angry breath, 
.My ſons are ſlain, and I am mark'd for death. 


ThrenodJja . MI. -_ 


E LEG. In 


A* L you, whoſe unprepared lips did taſte 

The tedious Cup of ſharp affli&ion,. caſt 
Your wondring eyes on me, that have drunk up 
Thoſe dregs, whereof you only kift the Cup 


Y 


Stons Elepies. 


I am the man, 'gainſt whom th' Eternal hath 
Diſcharg'd the louder volly of his-wrath : 

FT am the man, on whom the brow of night 
Hath ſcowl'd, unworthy to behold the light ; 
I am the man, in whom th' Almighty ſhowes 
The dire example of unpatern'd woes : 

I am that Pris'ner, ranſom cannot free 

T am that man, and IT am only he, 


ELEG. In, 


Ondage hath forc'd my ſervile neck to fail 
B Beneath her load ; Aﬀidions nimble flail 
Hath threſhr my ſoul upon a floor of ſtones, 

And quaſht the marrow of my broken bones ; 

Th' aſſembled powers of heaven enrag'd, are cager 
To root me out ; heavens ſouldiers do beleager 
My worried ſoul, my ſoul unapt for fleeing, 

That yields, o'rburthen'd witit her tedious being 
Th' Almighties hand hath clouded all my light, 
And clad my ſoul with a perpetual night, 

A night of rorments, and eternal ſorrow, 

Like that of death, that never finds a morrow. 


ELEG. Ul, 


Hain'd to the brazen pillars of my woes, 
T ftrive in vain. No mortal hand can looſe 
What Heaven hath bound ; my ſoul 15 wall'd about, 
That hope cannot get in, nor fear get out : 
When e'r my wav'ring hopes to Heaven addreſs 
The feeble voice of my extream diſtreſs, 
He ſtops his tyred ears, without regard 
Of Suit, or Suitor, leaves my prayers unheard 
Before my faint and ſtumbling feer he layes. 
Blocks, to diſturb my beſt adviſed ways: 
Ee4 
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422 Stons Elegies. 


Ts turn'd a Golgotha 3 before mine eye, 
Unſepulchr'd, my murthered people lie ; 

My dead hie rudely ſcattred on the ſtones; 

My Cauſes all pav'd with dead mens bones 3 
The fierce deſtroyer doth alike forbear 

The maidens trembling, and the Matrons tear 3 
Th imperial ſword ſpares neither fool nor wiſe, 
The old man's pleading, nor 'the infants cries. 
Vengeance 4s deaf and blind, and ſhe reſpetts 
Not young, nor old, nor wiſe, nor fool, nor ſex. 


E LEG. XXII. 


Ears, heavy laden with their months, retire; 

Months, gone their date of numbered days,expire; 
The days, full houred, to their period tend ; 
And hours, chac'd with lightfoot-minutes, end 
Yet my undated evils, no time will miniſh, 
Though years and months, though days and hours finiſh: 
Fears flock about me, as invited gueſts 
Before the Portals at proclaimed feaſts ; (fall; 
Where Heav'n hath breath'd, that man, thar ſtate mult 
Heaven wants no thunderbolts to ſtrike withal : 
I am the ſubject of that angry breath, 
.My ſons are ſlam, and I am mark'd for death. 


Thbrenodjia MI. 


ELEG. TI. 


A* L you, whoſe unprepared lips did taſte 
The tedious Cup of ſharp affi;&1on, caſt 
Your wondring eyes on me, that have drunk 
Thoſe dregs, whereof you only kift the Cup 3 


Stons Elepres, 


T am the man, 'gainſt whom th' Eternal hath 
Diſcharg'd the louder volly of his wrath : 

F am the man, on whom the brow of night 
Hath ſcowI'd, unworthy to behold the light 3 
I am the man, in whom th' Almighty ſhowes 
The dire example of unpatern'd' woes : 

I am that Pris'ner, ranſom cannot free 3 

T am that man, and I am only he. 


ELEG. I 


Bee hath forc'd my ſervile neck to fail 
Beneath her load ; Aﬀii&ions nimble flail 
| Hath threſht my ſoul upon a floor of ſtones, 
e F And quaſht the marrow of my broken bones 
| Th aſſembled powers of keaven enrag'd, are eager 
To root me out 3 hegyvens ſouldiers do beleager 
My worried ſoul, my ſoul unapt for fleeing, 
That yields, o'rburthen'd witit her tedious being z 
| Th Almighties hand hath clouded all my light, 
Il; & Andclad my foul with a perpetual night, 
ſt WF A night of torments, and eternal ſorrow, 
| Likethat of death, thar never finds a morrow. 


ELEG. II, 


y Hain'd to the brazen pillars of my woes, 
I ſtrive 1n vain. No mortal hand can looſe 
What Heaven hath bound ; my ſoul 1s walFd about, 
- That hope cannot get in, nor fear get out : 
When e'r my wav'ring hopes to Heaven addreſs 
The feeble voice of my extream diſtreſs, 
He ſtops his tyred ears, without regard 
Of Suit, or Suitor, leaves my prayers unheard 
Before my faint and ſtumbling feer he laycs 
Blocks, to diſturb my beſt adviſed ways: 
Ee 4 
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424, Sions Elegies. 


T ſeek my peace, but ſeek my peace in vain 3 
For every way's a trap 3 each path's a train. 


ELEG. IV. 


\ Iſturbed Lions are appeas'd with blood, 
And ravenous Bears are mild, not wanting food : 

Bur Heaven, ah! Heaven will not implored be :; 
Lions and Bears are not fo fierce as he : 
His direful vengeance (which no mean confines) 
Hath croſt the thriving of my beſt deſignes : 
His hand hath ſpoil'd me, that &'r while advanc'd me, 
Brought in my foes, poſfeſt my friends againſt me : 
His Bow is bent, his forked Rovers fly 
Like darted hail-ſtanes from the darkned ſky, 
Shot frpm a hand that cannot err, they be 
Transfixed in no other mark, but me. 


E LE Go V. 


X11'd from Heaven I wander to and fro, 
And ſeek for ſtreams, as Stags new ſtricken do, 

And like a wandring; Hart;] flee the Hounds, 
With arrows deeply-fixed in my wounds, 
My deadly hunters with a winged pace, 
Prick forwards, and purſue their wary chace, 
They whoop, they hollow me, deride and flqut ay 
Thar flee from death, yer carry death about me : 
Exceſs. of torments hath my. ſoul deceiv'd 
Of all her j joyes, of all -her powers bereiv'd : 
O curious grief, that haſt my ſoul brim fill'd - 
With thouſand deaths, and yet my lol # not ROTP? 


EL EG. VI. 
 Ollow'd with troops of fears, -I flie in vain, 
For change of places breeds new change of __ 
SS The 


Sions Elegies. 


The baſe condition of my low eſtate, 

My exalted foes diſdain and wonder at : 

Turn where I lift, theſe, theſe my wretched eyes, 
They find no objets, but new miſeries; 

My ſoul, accuſtom'd to fo long increaſe 

Of pains, forgets thar ſhe had ever peace : 

Thus, thus perplext, thus wich my griets diftrafted 
Whar ſhall I do ? Heavens powers are compatted + 
To work my eternal ruine ; To what friend 

Shall I make moan, when Heaven conſpires my end ? 


425 


ELEG, VIL 


Reat God ! what help (ah me!) what hope is left 

To him, that of thy preſence 1s bereft ? 
Abſented from thy favour, whar remains, 
But ſenſe and fad remembrance of my pains ? 
Yet hath affiiion opn'd my dull ear, 
And taught me what 1n weal I nere could hear: - 
Her ſcourge hath turor'd me with ſharp corre&ions, 
And ſfwag'd the ſwelling of my proud affe&ions 3 
Till now I ſlumbered in a proſp'rous dream, 
From whence awak'd, my gricfs are more extreatn z- 
Hopes nexwvly quickned, have my ſoul afſur'd 3 | 
That griefs ditcover'd, are one half recur'd. of 


ELEG. VIE. , 


A D not the milder hand of mercy broke 
The furious violence of that fatal ſtroke 

Offended juſtice ſtruck, we had becn quite 
Loſt in the ſhadows of eternal night ; 
Thy mercy, Lord, 1s like the morning Sun, 
Whoſe beans undo, what ſable night hath done ; 
Or like a ſtream, the currenr of whoſe courſe 
Reſtrain'd a while, runs with a ſwifter force 3 | 

Oh, 
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4.26 Sons Elegtes. 


Oh, let me ſwelter in thoſe facred beams, 

And after bathe me 1n theſe ſilver. ſtreams 

To thee alone my ſorrows ſhall appeal ; 

Hath earth a wound, too hard for Heaven to heal ? 


ELEG. IX. 


T* thee (dear Lord) my penſive ſoul reſpires, 
Thou art the fulneſs of my choice defires ; 
Thou art that ſacred ſpring, whoſe waters burſt 
In ſtreams to him, that ſeeks with holy thirſt 
Thrice happy man, thrice happy rhirſt to bring 
The fainting ſoul to ſo, fo feet a ſpring; 
Thrice happy he, whoſe well reſolved breſt 
Expetts no other aid, no other reſt ; 

Thrice happy he, whoſe downy age had heen 
Reclaim'd by ſcourges from the prime of fin, 
And early feaſon'd with the taſte of Truth, 


Remembers his Creator in his youth. 


ELEG., X. 


” Nowledge concomitates Heavens painful rod, 
Teaches the ſoul to know her ſelf, her God, 

Unſeils the eye of faith, preſents a morrow 
Of joy, within the ſableſt night of ſorrow 3 
*Th* affli&ed ſoul abounds in bareft need, 
Sucks pureſt honey from the fouleſt weed, 
Deteſts that good, which pamper'd reaſon likes, 
Welcomes the ſtroke, kiſſes the hand that ſtrikes 3 
In rougheſt tides his ſhell-prepared breft, 
Untoucht with danger, finds a'haven of reſt; 
Hath all in all, when moſt of all bereaven ; 
In earch, a hell, in hell he finds a Heaven, 


ELEG. 


Stons Elegies, 
J 


ELEG. XL 


jy -_ perfe&ed with the«vening ends ; 

The lamp of Heaven (his courſe fulfil”d) deſcends; 
/Can works of nature ſeek, and find a reſt ; ? 
And ſhall the torments of a troubled breft, 

Impos'd by natures all-commanding God, 

Ne'r know an end, ne'r find a period ? 

Dear foul deſpair not, whet thy dull belief 
With hope 3 Heavens mercy will o'rcome thy grief : 
From thee, not him proceeds thy puniſhment, 

He's flow to wrath, and ſpeedy to relent : 

Thou burn'ſt like gold, conſumeſt nor like fewel ; 

O, wrong not Heaven, to think that Heaven is cruel. 


ELEG. XIL 


Ountains ſhall move, the Sun his circling courſe 
1} Shall ſtop ; tridented Neptune ſhall divorce 
Th* embracing floods from their beloved lies, 
Ere Heaven forgets his ſervant, and recoiles, 
From his cternal vow : Thoſe, thoſe that bruiſe 
His broken Reeds, or ſecretly abuſe 
The doubtful title of a rightful cauſe, 
Or with falſe bribes, adulterarc the Baws 5 
That ſhould be chaſte, theſe the Almighty hath 
Branded for ſubje&s of a future wrath : 
Oh may the juſt man know, th* Erernal haſtens 
His plagues for cryals, loves rhe child he chaſtens. 


Fan 


ELEG. XIWL, 
TO mortal power, nor ſupernal might, 
Nor Lu/#fer, nor no irferaal ſpright, 
Nor all together join'd in one commyltion 


Can think or a& without divine permitſion 3 
Lk Man 


= 
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428 | Sions Eleoies. 


Man wills, heaven breaths ſucceſs, or not, upon it 3 
Whar good, what evil befals, but heaven hath done it ? 
Upon his right hand health, and honours ſtand, 

And flaming ſcourges onthe other hand : 

Sjnce then the ſtares of good or evil depend 

Upon his will (fond mortal) thou attend 

Upon his wiſdom; why ſhould living duſt 

Complain of Heayen, becauſe that heaven is juſt? 


ELEG. XIV. - 

'0) Let the ballance of our even-pois'd hearts 

Weigh our affii&ions with our juſt deſerts, 
And eaſe our heavy ſcale 3 Double the grains 
We take from fin, heaven taketh from our pains 3 
O let thy lowly bended eyes not fear 
Th' Almightie's frowns, nor huſband one poor tear ; 
Be prodigal in ſighs, and let thy tongue, 
Thy tongue eſtrang'd to Heaven, cry all night long ; 
My ſoul thou leav'ſt what thy Creator did 
Will thee to do, haſt done, what he forbid ; 
This, this hath made ſo great a ſtrangeneſs þe = 
(If not divorce) betwixt thy God and thee. 


ELEG. XV. 

Pigs to vengeance, and reſolv'd to ſpoil, 

Thy hand (juſt God) hath taken in thy toy! 
Our wounded ſouls, that Arm which hath forgot 
His wonted mercy, kills, and ſpareth not 3 
Our crimes have ſet a bar betwixt thy grace 
And us ;; thou haſt eclipſt thy glorious face, 
Haſt ſtopt thy gracious ear, leſt prayers inforce 
Thy tender heart to pity and remorſe : 
See, ſee great God, what thy dear hand hath done 
We lic like droſs, when all the gold is gone, 
Contemn'd, deſpis'd, and like to Aromes tlie 


Before the Sun, the ſcorn of every eye. 


Sons Elevies, 


ELEG. XVI. 


Uotidian fevers of reproach and ſhame, 
Have child our honour and renowned Narne ; 

We are become the by-word and the ſcorn 
Of Heaven and earth 3 of Heaven and earth forlorn 
Our captiv'd ſouls are compaſt round about, 
Within, with troops of fears, of foes without 3 
Without, within, diſtreſt ; and in conclufion, 
We are the hapleſs children of confuſion 
Oh how mine eyes, the rivers of mine eyes 
O'r-flow theſe barren lips, that can deviſe 
No diale&, that can expreſs or borrow 
Sufficient metaphors, to ſhew my ſorrow ! 


E LEG. XVIL 


Ivers of mariſh tears have overflown 
My blubber'd cheeks; my tongue can find no tone 
So ſharp ax ſilence, to bewail that woe, 
Whoſe flowing Tides an ebb could never know : 
Weep on (mine eyes) mine eyes ſhall never ceaſe z 
Speak on (my tongue) forget to hold thy peace ; 
Ceaſe not thy tears 3 cloſe not thy lips fo long, 
Till Heaven ſhall wipe thine eyes, and hear thy tongue : 
Whoſe heart of braſs, what Adamantine breſt 
Can know the torments of my ſoul, and reſt ? 
What ſtupid brain (ah me!) what marble eye 
Can (ee theſe, theſe my ruines, and not crie ? 


E L E G. XVIUL. 
' O hath the Fowler with his ſhe deceits, : 
BeguiF'd the harmleſs Bird ; ſo with falſe batrs, 
The treacherous Angler ſtrikes his nibbling prey 3 
Eyen ſo my foes my guiltlels ſoul betray; 
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So have my fierce purſuers, with cloſe wiles 
Inthralled me, and gloried in my ſpoils; 
Where undermining plots could not prevail, 

* Their miſchief did with ſtrength of arm affail 

| Thus in affliions troubled billows toſt, 

T Ive; but tis a life worſe had, than loſt : 
Thus, thus o'rwhelm'd,- my ſecret foul doth cry, 
I am deſtroy'd, and there's no helper nigh. 


ELEG. XIX. 


Hou great Creator, whoſe diviner breath 
Preſerves thy creature, joy'ſt nor in his death, 

Look down from thy eternal Throne, that arr 
The only Rock of a defpairing heart ; 
Look down from Heaven (O thou) whoſe tender ear 
Once heard the trickling of one ſingle tear ; 
How art thou now eſtranged from his cry, 
That ſends forth Rivers from his fruitful eye ? 
How often haſt thou with a gentle arm, 
Rais'd me from death, and bid me fear no harm ? 
What ſtrange diſaſter caus'd this ſudden change ? 
How wert thou once fo near, and now fo ſtrange ! 


ELEG. XX. 


Anquiſht by ſuch as thirſted for wy life, 
And brought my ſoul into a legal ſtrife, 
How oft haſt thou (juſt God ) maintam'd my cauſe; 
And croft the ſentence of their bloody Laws ? 
Be ſtill my God,' be ſtill that God thou werrt 3 
Look on thy mercy, not on my deſert z 
Be thou my Judge berwixr my foes and me 
The Advocate berwixt my ſoul and thee z; 
*Gainſt thee (great Lord) their arm they have advanc'd ; 
And dealt that blow ro thee, thar thus hath opgore”" 
| pon 
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Lpon my ſoul ; ſmite thoſe that have ſmit thee, 
And for thy fake, diſcharg'd their ſpleen at me. 


ELEG. XXI. 
| ſcoff 
| WW Hatſquint-ey'd ſcorn,what flout,what wry-mouth'd 
That ſullen pride ere took acquaintance of, 
Hath 'ſcap'd the fury of my foemans tongue, F 
| To do my fimple innocency wrong ? F 
What day, what hour, nay, what ſhorter ſeaſon F 
Hath kept my ſoul ſecure from the treaſon $ 
Of their corrupted counſels, which diſpend [| 
Dayes, nights, and hours, to conſpire my end? F; 
My ſorrows are rheir ſongs, and as (light fables 
Fill up the filenc- of their wanton tables. bis 
Look down (juic 0d) and with thy power divine KY 
Behold my foes ; they be thy foes, and mine. | 


ELEG. XKIL 

F 

E T ſleeps thy vengeance ? Can thy Juſtice be ut 

So flow to them, and yet ſo ſharp to me ? | hy 

Diſmount (Guſt Judge) from thy tribunal Throne, P 

And pay thy foemen the deſerved loan Fo 

Of their unjuſt deſigns ; make fierce thy hand, nr 

And ſcourge thou them, as they ſcourged my land. _. A; 
Break thou their Adamantine hearts, and pound them Wo 


To duſt, and with thy final curſe confound them. 
Let horror ſeize their ſouls, O may they be 

The ſcorn of Nations, that have ſcorned thee ! | 
O may they hve diftreſt, and dye bereaven [44 
Of earths delights, and of the joyes of Heaven" Ti 
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ELEG. I. 


Las, what alterations! Ah, how ſtrange 
Amazement flows from ſuch an uncouth change ! 
Ambirious ruine ! Could thy razing hand 
Find ne'r a ſubje& but the Holy Land ? 
Thou facrilegious ruine, to attempt 
The houſe of God ; was nor heavens houſe exempt 
From thy accurſed Rape ?, ah me ! behold, 
S:on whoſe payment of refulgent gold 
So lately did refle&, ſo pright, ſo pure, 
How dim, how drowſie now (ah !) how obſcure ! 
Her ſacred ſtones lie ſcatter'd in the ſtreet, 
For ſtumbling blocks before the Levites feet. 


"ELE6. I 


Ehold her Princes, whoſe vicorious brows 
Fame oft had crowned with her Lawrel boughs, 

See how they hide their ſhame-confounding creſts, 
And hang their heads upon their fainting breſts ; 
Behold her Captains, and brave men at Arms, 
Whoſe ſpirits fired at Wars loud alarms, 
Like worried ſheep how flee they ar the noiſe 
Of Drums, and ſtartle at the Trumpets voice * 
They faint, and like amazed Lions ſhow 
Their fearful heels if Chaunticleere but crow 3 
How are the pillars (Son) of thy ſtate 
Transform'd to clay, and burniſhr gold ſo late * 


E LEG. 
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A N furjous Dragons hear their helpleſs brood: 
Cry out, and fill their hungry lips with food ? 
Harh Nature taught fierce Tygers to apply 
The breaſt unto their younglings empty cry ? 
Have ſavage beaſts time, place, and natures helps 
To feed and foſter up their 1dle whelps : 
And ſhall the render Babes of Son cry, 
And pine for food, and yet their mothers-by ? 
Dragons, and Tygers, and all ſavage beaſts 
Can feed their young, bur $7on hath no breaſts ; 
Diſtreſſed $:0n, more unhappy far, 
Than Dragons, ſavage Beaſts, or Tygers are! 


ELEG. IV. 


Eath thou purſueſt, if from death thou flee 

Y Or if thou turn'ſt thy flight, death follows thee : 
Thy ſtaff of life 15 broke 3- for want of bread, 
Thy City pines, and half thy land is dead; 
The ſon C his father weeps, makes fruitleſs moan z 
The father weeps upon his weeping ſon: 
The brother calls upon his pined brother : 
And both come.crying to their hungry mother : 
The empty Babe, inſtead of milk, draws down 
His Nurſes tears, well mingled with his own 3 
Nor change. of place, nor time with help ſupplies. thee, 
Abroad the Sword, Famine at home deſtroys thee. 


' "EL EG Vc 
hn and Surfeit now have left thy Coaſt _ 
The laviſh gueſt now wants his greedy Hoſt, 
No wanton.Cook prepares his poynant meat, - 
To teach a atiate palate how to eat 3 - | | 
| Ff | Now 
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Now Bacchys pines, and ſhakes his feeble knees, # 
And pamper'd Ezvy looks, as plump as Hee's; 
Diſcolour'd Ceres, that was once (o fair, 

Hath loſt her beauty, fing'd her golden hair ; 
Thy Princes mourn 1n rags ; aſham'd t infold 
Their leaden ſpirits in a caſe of gold; 

From place to place thy Stateſmen wandring are, 
On every dunghi! lies a man of war. 


ELEG. VI. 


Oul Soom, and inceſtuous Gomorrah 

Had' my deſtrudion, but ne'r my forrow: 
Vengeance had mercy there, her hand did ſend 
A ſharp beginning, bur a ſudden end 
Juſtice was mild, and with her haſty flaſhes 
They fell, and ſweetly ſlept in peaccful aſhes; 
They felt no rage of an inſulting foe, 
Nor Famines pinching fury, as I do ; 
They had no facred Temple to defile; 
Or if they had, they would have helpt to ſpoil ; 
They dy'd but once; but I, poor wretched I, 
Die many deaths, and yet have more to die. 


ELEG. VIL. 
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Old from the Mint, Milk from the ubcrous Cow, 

Was ne'r fo pure in ſubſtance, nor in ſhow, 
As were my Vazarites, whoſe inward graces 
Adorn'd the outward luſtre of their faces ; 
Their faces robb'd the Lilly, and the Roſe, 
Of red and white 3 more fair, more ſweet than thoſe. 
Their bodies were the Magazines of perfeQion, 
Their ſkins unblemiſht, were of pure complexion 
Through which their Saphire-colour'd veins deſcride 
The Azure beauty of their naked pride; hs 
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| Sions Elegies. 
The flaming Carbuncle was nor ſo bright, 
Nor yet the rare diſcolour'd Chryſolite. 


ELEG. VII. 


H? W are my ſacred Nazarites (that were 
The blazing planets of my glorious ſphere) 
Obſcur'd and darkned im aftii&ions cloud ? 
Aſtoniſht at their own diſpurſe, they ſhroud 

Their foul transformed ſhapes jn the dull ſhade 
Of ſullen darknets, of themſelves afraid ; 

See how the brother gazes on the brother, 

And both affrighred, ſtarr, and flie each other : 
Black as their. fares, they croſs the ſireers unken'd, 
The Sire, his Son ; the friend diſclaims his friend : 
They, they rhat were the flowers of my land, 
Like withercd weeds and blaſted Hemlock ſtand. 


ELEG. IX, 


Mpetuous Famine, Siſter to the Sword, | 
Letr hand of death, Child of th jnfernal Lord, 
Thou torturer of Mankind, that with one ſtroke, 
Subjett'ſt the world to thy 1mperious yoke : 
Whar pleaſure tak*ſt thou in the tedious breath 
Of pined mortals, or their ingring death? 
The Sword, thy generous brother's rior ſo cruel, 
He kills but once, fights in a noble Duel, 
But thou (malicious Fury). doſt extend 
Thy ſpleen to all; whoſe dearh can find no end 
Alas? my hapleſs weal can want no woe, 
That feels rhe rage of Sword, and Famine too. 


| K#£ #6, % 
Ind is that death, whoſe weapons do but kilf, 
But we are often ſlain, yer dying ſtill ; 
F f 2 
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4.36 Stons Elepies. \ 

Our torments are too gentle ; yet too rough 
They gripe too hard, becauſe not hard enough ; 
My people tear their trembling fleſh for food, 
And from their ragged wounds they ſuck forth blood: 
The father dies, and leaves his pined Coarſe, 

T* 1nrich his heir with meat; the hungry Nurſe 
Broyles her ſtarv'd ſuckling on the haſty coles, 
Devours one half, and hides the reſt in holes. 

O Tyrant famine! that compell'ſt the Mother 
To kill one hungry Child to feed another ! 


E L'EG. NI. 


Ament, O ſad 7eruſalem, lament ; 

O weep, if all thy tears be yer unſpent, 
Weep (waſted 7adah) lerno drop be kept 
Unſhed, let not one tear be left unwept; 
For angry Heaven hath nothing left undone, 
To bring thy Ruines to perfection 3 
No curſe, no plague the fierce Almighty hath 
Kept back, to ſum the total of his wrath : 
Thy City burns, thy Sion 1s deſpoil'd ; 
Thy wives are Raviſh't, and thy maids defil'd ; 
Famine at home, the Sword abroad deſtroys thee : 
Thou cry'ſt to heav'n, and heav'n his car denies thee. 


ELEG. XII. 


wi Y thy dull ſenſes (O unhappy Nation, 
Poſſeſt with nothing now but deſolation!) 


Colle& their ſcatter'd forces, and behold 

Thy novel fortunes ballanc'd with the old. 

Couldſt thou, O could thy proſp'rous heart conceive, 
That mortal pow'r, or art of State could reive 

Thy illuſtrious Empire of her ſacred glory, 

And make her Ruines the Threnodzan ſtory 
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| Sons Elepres. | 4.37 
Of theſe ſad times, and ages yet tobe ? 
Envy could pine, bur never hope to ſee 
Thy buildings cruſht, and all that glory ended, 
Which man ſo fortift'd, and Heaven defended. 


ELEG. XIII. 


E'r had the ſplendor of thy bright Renown 
Been thus exringuiſht (Z4dah 3) Thy faſt Crown 

Had ne'r been ſpurn'd from thy Imperial brow, 
Plenty had nurs'd thy ſoul, thy peaceful plow 
Had fill'd thy fruitful —_ with encreaſe, 
Hadfſt thou but known thy ſelf, and loved peace 
But thou haſt broke thar ſacred truth, concluded 
Betwixt thy God, and thee 3: vainly deluded 
Thy ſelf with thine own ſtrength, with deadly feud 
Thy furious Prieſts and Prophets have purſu'd 
The mourning Saints of Son, and did ſlay 
All fuch as were more juſt, more pure, than they. 


ELEG., XIV. 


How the Prieſts of $794, whoſe pure light 
Should ſhine to ſuch as grope in Errors night, 
And blaze like lamps before the darkned eye 
Of ignorance, to raiſe up thoſe that lie 
In dull deſpair, and guide thoſe feet that ſtray, 
Ay me! how blind, how dark, how dull are they ! 
Fear, Rage, and Fury drives them through the ſtreets 
And, like to madmen, ſtab at all they meet 3 
They wear the purple Livery of Death, 
And live themſelves, by drawing others breath : 
Say (waſted Sion) conld Revenge behold 
S$o foul an ated Scene as this, and hold? 


Ff3 ELEG. 
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ELEG., XV. 


Rophets, and ſacred Prieſts, whoſe tongues while-c'r 
Did often whiſper in th' Eternal's ear, 
Diſclos'd his Oracles, found ready paſſage 
*Twixt God and man to carry heavens Embaſlage, 
Are now the ſubjedts of deſerved fcorn, 
Of God forſaken, and of man forlorn ; 
Accurſed Gentzles are aſham'd to know, 
Whar $70ns Prieſts are not aſham'd to do 3 
They (ſee and bluſh, and bluſhing flee away 3 
Fearing to touch things ſo defil'd as they ; 
They hate the filth of their abomination, 
And chaſe them forth from their new conquer'd nation, 


EL EG. XVI. 
Uite baniſht from the joyes of earth, and ſiniles 


Of Heaven, and deeply buried in her ſpoils ; 
Poor 74d4ah lies ; unpiticd, diſreſpetted ; 


'Exil'd the world of God, of man reje&ed ; 


Like blaſted ears among the fruitful Wheat, 

She comes diſperſt, and hath no certain ſear ; . 

Her ſervile neck's ſubj<&ed to the yoke 

Of bondage, open to th' unpartial ftroke 

Of conquering Gentiles, whole afflicting hand. .. 
Smites every nook of her diſguiſed land z _ 

Of Youth reſpe&leſs, nor regarding Years, - 

Nor Sex, nor Tribe; like ſcoyrging Prince and Peers. 


. 'ELEG.,. XVII. 
RS and repoſed from Imperial ſtate, : 
k. By heavens high hand, ,6n heaven we muſt await 
To him that ſtruck, our ſorrows muſt appeal ; 
Where heaven hath ſinir, ao hand of man can teal. ' 
| 1 
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In vain our wounds expeRed mans relief, 
For diſappointed hopes renew a grief; 
Egypt oppreſt us in our fathers loyns 3 

What hope's in Fgyp: ? nay if Egypt joins 
Her force with 7444h, our united powers 
Could ne'r prevail *gainſt ſuch a foe as ours, 


Fgypt, that once did feel heav'ens (courge for grieving 


His flock, would now re-find irc for relieving. 
E LEG. XVIII. 


I? the quick-ſcented Beagles, in a view, 

O'r hill and dale the fleeting chaſe purſue, 

As ſwift-foot death and ruine follow me, 

That flees, afraid, yet knows not where to flee : 
Flee to the fields ? there with rhe Sword I meet 
And, like a watch, death ſtands in every ſtreet 
No cover hides from death ; no ſhade, no Cells 
So dark wherein not death and horror dwells ; 
Our days are numbered, and our number's done, 
The empty hour-glaſs of our glory's run 3 

Our fins are ſumm'd, and fo extream's the ſcore, 
'That heaven could not do leſs, nor hell do more. 


E LEG. XIX. 


O what adownfal are our fortunes come, 
SubjeRed to the ſufferance of a doom, 
Whoſe lingring torments hell could not conſpire 
More ſharp! than which hell needs no other fire; 
How nimble are our Fo-men to betray 
Our ſouls? Eagles are not fo ſwift as they : 
Where ſhall we flee ? or where ſhall find 
A place for harbour? Ah, what proſp'rous wind 
Will lend a gale, whoſe bounty ne'r ſhall ceaſe, 
Till we be landed on the _ of peace ? 
| = 
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My foes more fierce than empty Lions are 3 
For hungry Lions, woo'd with tears, will ſpare. 


ELEG. XX. 


ul Surping Gent#les rudely have engroſt 

Into their hands thoſe fortunes we-have loſt, 
Devour the fruits that purer hands did plant, 

Are plump and pamp'red with that bread we want ; 
And (whats worſe than death) a Tyrant treads 
Upon our Throne z Pagans adorn their heads 

With our loſt Crowns ; their powers have disjointed 
The members of our State, and heavens Anointed 
Their hands have cruſht, and raviſht from his throne, 
And made a ſlave for ſlaves to tread upon : 

Needs muſt that flock be ſcattered and accurſt, 
Where wolves have dar*d to ſeize the ſhepherd firſt. 


ELEG. XXI. 


W* X fat with laughing (FEdom3;) with glad eyc< 
Behold the fulneſs of our miſeries ; 

Triumph (thou Type of Antichriſt) and feed 

Thy foul with joy, to ſee thy brothers ſeed 

Ruin'd, and rent, and rooted from the earth, 

Make haſte and ſolace thee with early mirth : 

But there's a time ſhall teach thee how. zo weep 

As many tears as I ; thy lips as deep 

Shall drink in forrows Cup, as mine have done 

Till then chear up thy fpirits, and laugh on: 

Offended Juſtice often ſtrikes by turns : 

Edom, beware, for thy next nezghbour burns. 
: -ELEG. XXIL 

p< E drooping Sons of Son, O ariſe, - 

h And ſhut the flood-gates of your flowing eyes, 

; Surceaſe 
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Surceaſe your ſorrows, and your joyes attend, 

For heaven hath ſpoke it, and your griefs ſhall end : 
Believe It S:on 3 ſeek no curious fign, 

And wait heaven's pleaſure, as heav'n waited thine 3 
And thou triumphing Edom, that doſt lie 

In Beds of Koſes, thou whoſe proſp'rous eye 

Did ſmile, to ſee the gates of $207 fall, 

Shalr be ſubje&ed to the ſelf-ſame thrall ; | 
Sion, that weeps, ſhall ſmile : and Edoms eye, i 
Thar ſmiles fo faſt, as faſt ſhall ſhortly cry. 4 
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The Prophet Jeremy his Prayer for 
the diſtreſſed People of Jeruſalem 


and S101. i ; 


Reat Gol, before whoſe all-diſcerning eye 
Tye ſecret corners of mans heart do (tz 
As open as hes aftions, which no cloud 
Of ſecreſre can ſhale, no ſhade can ſhrowd : 
Behold the tears, O harken to the cries 
Of thy poor Ston 3, 1'ipe her weeping eyes, 
Bind up her bleeding wounds, O thos that art 
The beſt Chirurgion for a broken heart : 
Se bow the barbarous Gentiles have intruded 
Into the land of promiſe, aud excluded 
Thoſe rightſul owners from their just poſſeſſions, 
That wander now full laden with oppreſſuons3 
Our fathers (ah \) their ſavage hands havug ſlain, 
Whoſe deaths our widow-mothers weep 2n vain 
Our Springs, whoſe Cryſtal plenty once dzsourft 
Their bounteous favours to quench every thirit : 
- Our 
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Our liberal wonds, whoſe palſue ſhaken. tops 

To every ſtranger bow'd their yielding lops, 

Are ſold to us that have no price to pay, 

But ſweat and toil, the ſorrows of the day © 
Oppreſſors trample gn our ſervile necks : 

We never ceaſe to groan, nor they to vex * 
Famine and dearth have taught our hands t extend 
To Aſhur, and our feeble knees to bend 

To churliſh Pharoe : want of bread compells 
Thy ſervants to beg alms of Infidels : 

Our wretched fathers (in'd, and yet they ſleep 

In peace, and have leſt us their ſons to weep © 
we, wr e#traded from their ſinful loins, 

Are guilty of their ſins ; their Offa joins 

To-our high Pelionz Ah! their crimes do ſtand 
More firmly entaild to us, than our land : 

We are the ſlaves of ſervants, and the ſcorn 

Of ſlaves, of all forſaken and forlorn 5 _ 
Hunger hath forc'd ns to acquire our food , 

with deepeſt danger of our deareſt blood < 

Our shins are wrinkled, and the fruitleſs ploughs 
Of want have fallow'd up our barren brows 2 
Within that Sion, which thy bands did build, 
Our Wives were tauviſhy'd, and our maids defil'd : 
Our ſavage Foe extends his barbarous Rage 

To all, not ſparing Sex, nor Youth, nor Agt : 
They bang our Princes on the ſhameful trees 

Cf death ; reſpeft no Perſons, no Degrees : 

Our Elders are deſpiſed, whoſe grey hairs 

Are but the Index of their dotang years , 

Our flowring youth are forced to fulfil 

Their painſul tasks in the laborious Mill 3 

Or children faint beneath theay loads, and try, 
Oppreſt with burdens, under which they lie : 
Sages are baniſh'd from judicial Courts, 

And youth takes no delight in youthſul ſports : 
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Or joyes are gone, and promiſe no returning, Kt 


Our pleaſure's turn'd to pain, our mirth to mourning, 
Our hand hath loft his Sword, our head his Crown ! 


Or Church her glory 3 our weal, her high renown. * 
Lord, we have fimd, and theſs aur fins have brought : 
This world of grzef (0 purchaſe dearly bought !) | 


From hence our ſorrows, and from hence our fears : i 
Proceed ;, for this our eyes are blind with tears 2 


But that (aye that) which my paor heart doth count | i 
Her ſharpe(t torture, ts thy ſacred Mount, - i 
Sacred Mount Sion, Sion that divine it 
Seat of thy glory's rad; her tender Vine, i 


Laden with ſwelling Cluſters, is deflroy'd, os 
* And Foxes now that once thy Lambs enjoy'd. . [ 
B:it thow (Q thou Eternal God) whoſe Throne 
Is permanent, whoſe glory's ever one, 
Unapt jor change, abiding ft#ll the fame, | 
Though earth conſume, and Heaven diſſolve ber frame. j 
Why dof thou (ab) why doft thou thus abſent j' 
Thy gloriotis face ? Oh, wherefore haſt thou rent ? 
Thy mercy from us ? O | when wilt thou be 
Aton'd to them, that have no trſt but thee 2? 
Reſtore us (Lord) and lt our ſouls poſſeſs 
0 wonted peace; O, let thy hand redreſs 
Our waſted fortunes 3 let thine eyz behold 
Thy ſcattered Flack , and drive them to their Fold : 
Cans thou rejett that people, which thy hand 
Hath cooſe, and planted in the promis'd land ? 
O thou (toe ſpring of mercy) wilt thou ſend 
No eaſe to 087 afflifiions, uo end. 
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Readers, # 
' 1 Boe me leave to perform a neceſſary 
duty, which my affe&ion owes to the 
blefſed memory of that Reverend Prelate,my 
much honoured Friend, DF Ailmer: He 
was one, whoſe life and death made as full 
and perfet a Story of worth and goodneſs, 
as earth would ſuffer 5 and whoſe pregnant 
virtues deſerve as faithful a Regiſter, as 
- earth can keep: In whoſe happy remem-  . 
brance, I have here truſted theſe Elegies to 
time and your —_— : had, he been a lamp 
to light me atone, my —_ griefs had 
been ſufficient ; but being a dun , whoſe 
beams refleFed on all, all have an intereſt 
in his memory 5 to which end Trecommend 
theſe memorials to the publick., in teſtimony 
of my undiſſembled Aﬀedion , and true 
Piety that I owe to ſo great an example of 
Virtue and Learning. 


& 
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ELEG. I. 


LL you whoſe eyes would learn toweep, draw near 
And hear,what none, withour full rears, can hear, 
Come marble cyes, as marble as your hearts, 
Tl teach you, how to weep a tear in parts 3 
And you falſe eyes, that never yet let fall 
A. rear 1n earneſt, come, and now you ſhall 
Send forth ſalt fountains of the trueſt prief, 
That ever ſought to language for relief : 
Bur you, you tenger eycs, that cannot bear 
An Elegy, wept forth without a tear, 
I warn you hence ; or, at the moſt, paſs by, 
Left while you ſtay, you ſoon dilfolve, and die, 


ELEG. IL 


U T ſtay, (fad Genius) how do griets tranſport 
Thy exil'd ſenſes ? 1s there no reſort 

To fork'd Perzaſſus ſacred Mount.? No word, 
No thought of Helicon ? No Mule implor'd ? 
I did invoke, but there was none reply'd 
The nine were filent, fince Mecenas dy'd : 
They have forſaken their old ſpring, *r1s ſaid, 
They haunt a new one, which their tcars have made 3 
Should I moleft them with my loſs ? *Tis known, 
They find enough to re-lament their own: 
I crave no aid, no Deity to infuſe 


New matter : Ah! True ſorrow needs no Muſe. 
E LEG 


EY 
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ELEG. 1II. 


All back (bright Phebs) your ſky-wandring ſteeds, 


Your day 15 tedious, and our ſorrow needs 
No Sun: when our fad fouls have loſt their light, 
Why ſhould our eyes nor find perpetual night ? 
Go to the nether World, and let your Raycs 
Shine there : Beſtow 'on them our ſhare of dayes 3 
Bur ſay not, why : leſt when report ſhall ſhow 
Such cauſe of grief, they fall a grieving too, 
And pray the abſence of your reſtleſs wain, 
Which then muſt be return'd on us again. 
Dear Phebus grant my ſuit; if thou deny'r, 
My tears ſhall blind me, and ſo make a night. 


ELEG. IV. 


Eath, art thou grown ſo nice? can nothing pleaſe 
Thy curious palate, but ſuchCates, as theſe? 
Or hath thy ravenous ſtomach been o'rpreſt 
With cotnmon diet at thy laſt great feaſt ? 1625» 
Or haſt thou fed ſo near, that there 1s none 
Now left but delicates to feed upon ? 
Or was this diſh ſo tempting, that no power 
Was left in thee to ſtay another hour ? 
Or didft thou feed by chance, and not obſery'd 
What food it was, but took as fortune cary'd? 
'Tis done : Be 1t or fortunes a or thine, 
It fed the one, whoſe want made millions pine. 


E L EG. Y; 
þw now burſt with joy, ard let thine eyes 
Strut forth with fatneſs 3 Iet thy Collops riſe 
Pampred and plump ; feed full for many years 
Upon our loſs : be drunken with our tears: 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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For he is dead, whoſe Soul did never ccaſe 
To croſs and violate your malicious peace 

He's dead ; but 1n his death hath over-thrown 
More vices, than his happy life had done : 

In life, he taught to die ; and he did pive, 
In death, a great example how to live : 
Though he be gone, his fame is left behind : 
Now leave thy laughing, Envy, and be pin'd. 


E LEG. VI. 


Arewel thoſe eyes, whoſe gentle ſmiles forſook 

No miſery, taught Charity how to look : 
Farewel thoſe chearful eyes, that did e'rwhile, 
Teach ſuccour'd miſery how to bleſs a ſmile : 
Farewel thoſe eyes, whoſe mixt aſpeR, of late, 
Did reconcile humility and ſtate : 
Farewel thoſe eyes, that to their joyful gueſt 
Proclaim'd their ordinary fare a feaſt ; 
Farewel thoſe eyes, the load-ſtars, late, whereby 
The Graces ſal'd ſecure, from eye to eye : 
Farewel dear eyes, bright Lamps ; O who can tell 
Your glorious welcom, or our ſad farewel! 


ELEG. VILE 


(39 glorious Saint ! I knew *ewas not a ſhrine 
\_J Ot fleſh, could lodge fo pure a ſoul as thine 3 
bo w.it labour (in a holy ſcorn 
f living duſt and aſhes) to be ſworn 
A Heavenly Quiriſter : It figh'd and groan'd 
To be diffolv'd from mortal, and enthron'd 
Among his fellow-Angels, there to fing 
Perpetual Anthems to his heavenly King : 
He was a ſtranger to his houſe of Clay ; 


Scarce own'd it, but that neceſſary ſtay, 
h Miſcall'd 


+: £< 
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Mſcall'd it his 3 and only zeal did make 
Him love the building for the builders ſake. 


ELEG. VIIL 
AD Virtue, Learning, the Divinef Arts, 
Wir, Judgment, Wiſdom (or what other parts 

That make perfeQtion, and return the mind 
As great as earth can ſuffer) been confin'd 
To earth, had they the Parent to abide 
Secure from change, our Azlmer ne'r had dy'd : 
Fond earth, forbear, and let thy childiſh eyes | 
Ne'r weep for him, thou ne'r knew'ſt how to prize. 
Shed not a tear, blind earth : for 1t appears, 
Thou never loy'aſt our Ailmer, by thy tears: 
Or if thy floods muſt needs o'rflow their brim, 
Lament, lament thy blindneſs, and nor him. 


ELEG. IX, 

Wondred not to hear fo brave an end, 

Becauſe, I knew, who made it, could contend 
With death, and conquer, and in open chace 
Would ſpit defiance in his conquered face: 

And did : Dauntleſs he trod him underneath, 

To ſhew the weakneſs of unarmed death : 

Nay, had report, or niggard fame deny'd 

His name, it had been known, '"wwas Ailmer dy'ds 
It was no wonder, to hear Rumour tell, 

That he which dy'd ſo oft, once dy'd fo well: 
Great Lord of life, how hath thy dying breath 


Made man, whom death had conquer'd, conquer death!. 


- £86 | 
' Nowledge (the depth of whoſe unbounded Main 
Hath been the wreck of many a curious brain, 
And from her (yer unreconciled) Schools 
Hath fall'd us with ſo many learned fools) 
Hath tntour'd thee with Ryles that canno: err; 
And taught thee how to. know thy ſelf, and her : 
| Gg Furfiſhr 
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Furniſht thy nimble ſoul in height of meaſure, 
With humane riches and divineſt treaſure, 
From whence, as from a ſacred ſpring, did flow 
Freſh Oracles, to let the hearer know 

A way to glory, and to ler him ſee, 

The way to glory, 1s to ſtudy thee. 


E LEG. XI. 

| Ways how the body of heavens greater lighr 

Entiches cach beholder with his bright 
And glorious Rayes, until the envious Weſt 
Too greedy to-enoy fo fair a gueſt, 
Calls him ro bed, where raviſhr from our fight, 
He leaves us to the ſolemn frowns of night : 
Even fo our Sun in his harmonious ſphere 
Enlightned every cye, rapt every car, 
T1ll 1n the early Sun-ſcrt of his years 
He dy'd, and left us that ſurvive, 1n tears : 
And (like the Sun) in ſpight of death, and fate, 
He ſeemed greateſt in his loweſt itate. 


E LEG. XIL 
Oleſt me not, full fighs and flowing tears, 
| You ſtorms and fhowers of nature ſtop your ears; 
Fond tleſh and blood, againſt the ſtrang rempration 
Of ſullen grief, and ſenſe-bereaving paſlion, 
Ceaſe to lament ; Ler not thy flow-pac'd numbers 
Diſturb his reſt, that ſo, ſo ſweetly ſlumbers. 
The child of Vertue 1s afleep, not dead ; 
He dies alone, whom death hath conquered : 
Why ſhould we ſhed a tear for him ? or why 
- Lament we, whom we rather ſhould envy ? 
He lives, he lives a life ſhall never caſt 
Achange, ſo long as Crowns of glory laſt. 
EL EG. XUL. 
O, no, he i5 not deadggſhe mouth of Fame, 
Honours ſhrill Herald, wguld preſerve his N_ 
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And make it live in ſpight of deathrand duſt, 
Were there no-other Heaven, .no other truſt, 
He is not dead; the ſacred Nine deny, 
The foul that merits fame, ſhould ever die. : b 
He lives ; and: when the lateſt breath of fame ' .' ; 
Shall want her Trump, to glorifie a name, f 
He ſhall ſurvive, and rheſe ſelf-claſed eyes, 
That now lie ſſumbr'ihg in the duſt ſhall riſe, 
And fill'd with endleſs glory,  ſhail-enjoy 
The perfe& vition of eternal joy.” ' 
ELEG, XIV, 
But the dregs of fleſh and blood! how cloſe | 
They grapple with my ſoul, and interpoſe 
Her higher thoughts 3 which, yet bur young of wing, 
They caule to ſtoop and ſtrike at every thing 
Paſſion preſents before their weakned eye, 
Judgment and berrer Reaſon ſtanding by ! 
i muſt lament,. Nature commands tt fo : 
The more [I ſtrive with rears, the more they flow ; 
Theſe eyes have juſt, nay,.double cauſe of moan, 
They weep the common loſs, they weep their own. |, 
He ſleeps. indeed'; then give me leave to weep | 
Tears fully anſwerable to his ſleep. 
ELEG. XV. 
P Ardon my tears, if they be too too free, 
And'if thou canſt.nor weep, T'll pardon thee,” F 
Dull Stoick; 1f thoa laugh ro heat His dearh, | +4 
I'll weep, that thou werr horn to ſpend that breathi 
Thou dry-brdin'd Portick, whofe Ahenein breſt 
(Tranſcending paſſion) never was oppreſt 
With grief; O had' your tlinty Se& burloſt Bat 3 
So rare a prize, as we lament and boaſt, | 
Your hearts had croſt your Tenet, and disburſt  * FH 
As many drops as we have done, or burſt ;- | | 
No marvel that your marble brains could crofs*” | 
Her laws, that never gave yoritch a'lob: 
Gg 2 
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ELEG. ' XVI. 
Uick-ſoul'd Pythagoras, O thou that were 

So many men, and didfſt fo oft revert 
From ſhades of death (if we-may truſt to fame) 
With loſs of nothing but thy buried name; 
Hadſt thou bur liv'd in this our 4:Imer's time, 
Thou would'ſt have dy'd once more to live in him 
Or had our A4zlmer in thoſe dayes of thine 
But dy'd, and left ſo'glorious, ſo divine 
A foul as. his, how would thy haſty breſt 
Have gaſp'd to entertain (© fair a gueſt: 
Which it obtained had: (no'doubt) ſupply'd thee 
With that immorrtal ſtate thy Syre deny'd thee. 


| '  ELEG. XVIL 
Are ſoul, that now firſt crowned in that Quire 

Of endleſs joy, fill'd with celeſtial fire; 

Pardon my tears, that in their paſſion would 

Recal thee from thy Kingdom, if they could 3 

Pardon, O pardon my diſtra&ed zeal ; 

Which, if condemn'd by Reaſon, muſt appeal 

To thee, whoſe now lamented death, whoſe end 

Confirm'd the dear affeRions of a friend 

Permit me then to offer at thy Herſe 

Theſe fruitleſs tears, which if they prove too fierce, 

O pardon, you that know the price of friends 3 

For tears are juſt, that nature recommends. 

ELREG. XVII. 
=Y may the fair aſpe& of pleaſed Heaven 
Conform my Noon of days and crown their eyen; 

So may the gladder ſmiles of carth preſent 

Mo fortunes with the height of joyes content 3 

AsT lament with unaffeGted breath, 

Our loſs (dear Amer) in thy happy death ; 

May the falſe tear, thar's forc'd, or flides by Art, 

That hath no warrant fron the ſoul, the heart, 
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Or that exceeds not natures fairic commiſſion, 
Or dares (unyented) come to compoſition z_ 
O, may that tear in {tri&er judgment riſe | 
Againſt thoſe falſe, thoſe faint, rhoſe flattering eyes. 
. ELEG. .XIR. 
TJ Hus to the World, and to the ſpacious ears 
Of fame, I blazon my unboaſted tears ; 
Thus to thy ſacred Duſt, thy Urn, thy Herſe 
I conſecrate my tighs, my tears, my Verſe ; 
Thus to thy ſoul, thy name, thy juſt deſert 
I offer up my joy, my love, my heart: ORE” 
That earth may know, and every ear that hears, * 
True worth and grief were parents to my tears : a; 
That earth may know thy Duſt, thy Urn, thy Herſe, 
Brought forth and bred my fighs, -my tears, my Verſe 
And that thy ſoul, thy name, thy juſt deſert, .... 
Invites, incites my joy , my love, my heart. | 
E LE G. XX. 
Nconſtanrt earth ! Why do rot mortals ceaſe _ 
To build their hopes upon fo ſhort a Leaſe ? ] 
Uncercain Leaſe, whoſe term bur once begun, 
Tells never, when it ends, t1ll it be done ; 
Wedorte upon thy ſmiles, not knowing why : 
And whiles we but prepare to live, we die : 
We ſpring, like flowers for a days delight, 
At noon we flouriſh, and we fadeat night: 
we toyl for Kingdoms, conquer Crowns, and then 
We that were gods but now, now leſs than men : 
If Wiſdom, Learning, Knowledge cannot dwell 
Secure from change, vain Bubble Earth, farewel, 
ELEG. XXL. 
\ Ouldſt thou, when Death had done,deſervea ſtory 
{V Should ſtain the memory of greatPompey's glory 3 
Conquer thy ſelf, example be thy guide, | 
Dye juſt, as our ſelf-conquering Ailmer dy'd. 
Gg 3 ouldſt 
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Wouldſt thou ſubdue more Kingdoms, gain more crowns 
Than that braye Hero Ceſar conquer'd Towns ? Fj 
Then conquer death z example be thy guide ;. / 

Dye juſt, as our death-conquering 4zlmer dy'd.' 

Bur wouldſt thou win more worlds, than he had done 
Kingdoms, that all the Earth had over-run ? 

Then conquer Heaven 3 example be thy guide ; 

Dye juſt, as our Heayen-conquering 4z1mer dy'd. 


E LEG. XXI.L 


K F Ears, fully laden with their moneths, attend 
Th' expired times acquitrance, and fo end : 

Moneths gone, their dares of numbred days, require 
Bright Cynth4a's full diſcharge, and ſo expire : 
Dayes deeply ag'd with hours, loſe their light 
And having run their ſtage, conclude with night : 
And hours, chac'd with lighr-foor minutes flie, 
Tendring their labour'to a new ſupply 3 
- Yet Ai!mer's glory never ſhall diminiſh, -- 
Though years and months,though days and hours finiſh : 
Yer 4:lmer's joyes for ever ſhall extend, 
- Though years and moneths, though days and hours cud. 


FINIS 


Doloris zullus, 


EPITAPH. 


As R you why ſo many a tear 
B urſt forth ? Til tell you 1n your ear : 


C oimpel me not to ſpeak aloud, 

D cath would then be too too proud ; 

E yes that cannot vie a tear, 

F orbear to aſk, you may not hear z 

G entle hearrs that overifow, 

H ave onely priviledge to know : 

T n theſe ſacred Aſhes, then, 

K now (Reader) that a man of men 

L ies covered : Fame and laſting glory 
M ake dear mention of his ſtory ; 

N ature when ſhe gave him birth, 

O p'd her treaſure to the Earth, 

P ut forth the model of true merit, 

Q uickned with a higher ſpirit: 

R are was his life ; his lateſt breath 

$8 aw, and ſcorn'd, and conquer'd death : 
T hanklefſs Reader, never more 

U rge a why, when tears run o'r : 

W hen you ſaw ſo high a Tide, 

Y owmight have known, *twas Ailmer dy'd> 
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CONE JOIN 


UPON 


The Reverend, Learned, 
And my honoured Friend, 


D*” Wilſon, 


OF THE 


| ROLLS. 


ELEGY 


By FR. QUARLES. 


— 


TO MY 


Much honoured Friend 


ROBERT CASAR, 


| Of the Her Temple, Eſq; | 


SON to the Right Honourable, Sir 7alis 
Ceſar, Knight, Maſter of the ROLLS, 
and one of His Majeſties moſt Honourable 

PRIVY-COUNCIL. 


SIR, 


AD the hand of Death but ſhook, when ﬆt. 
4 levelled at this Reverend Dottor, the Dart 
had ſtruck, ether you or me, for, at his laſt meal, 
made at your honourable Fathers Table (which he 
out-lived not two hours) be ſat between us, health- 
ful and chearful. The Cuſtom of the Egyptians 
was at their ſolemn Feaſts, to bring in Death by 
Proxy here, he came in Perſon. G O D keep hum 
long from the upper end of this T able : As T,who ſate 
by his left hand preſume to be his Poet 5, ſo you, wha - 
fate on his right uouchſafe to be my Patron;to whom 
I devote this Elep y as a Monument of his excellent 
Worth, and my ertire Love, who am 
Yours in the true affeRion 
of a faithful hearr, 


FR QUARLES, 
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T. 
[| Cannot hold, my day grows dark and dull ; 
My troubled Air is damp, my Clouds are full : 

The Winds are ſtill, my ſtormy fighs are ſpent ; 
T muſt pour down, .my Soul muſt burſt, or-vent: 
No Azure dapples my be-darkned Skies 3 
My paſſion has no Aprz! in her cyes :; 
T cannot ſpend in mifts: T cannot mizzle : 
My tluent brains are too ſevere to drizle 
Slight drops : my-prompred fancy cannot ſhowre, 

4 'H.- And ſhine within an hour. 
YT T thoſe that weep on truſt, that feed their ears 

With fad Reports, and ground their inborn tears 
On babling fame, whoſe wiſdoms are perplext 
To draw forth learned Comments from the Text 
Of unknown worth, that uſe r embalm the dead 
With drops of Courſe, and Art (drops lively ſhed 
From copied paſſion) O let ſuch perfume 
Suſpicious lines with {kill ; whileſt I prefume 
On ſtrength of Nature; Sorrow can infuſe 
JI III. A ſpirit without a Muſe, 
TF Need no Art to ſet a needleſs glols 
Upon true grief, or beaurifie a loſs 

With rak'd invention 3 my rude Pen forbears 
To burniſh ſorrow, or to poliſh tears, 
No far-fetch'd Metaphor ſhall ſmooth or ſlick 
My rufficd ſtraing no ſtri& review ſhall lick 
My rugged lines; our ſlow-pac'd feet ſhall tread 


A cafelels garb, and being ſadly led, 


Shall blunder on, like thoſe whoſe ſteps are turning | 
IV. To the ſad houſe of mourning, 
Ome Reader, come, Pur off thy common weed, 
And dreſs thy ſoul inSables ; come and feed 
Thy lungs with Jib'ral ſighs, and drench thine eyes 
With holy water ; let thy fountains riſe 


Ard 
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And ll thy fanguine Ciſterns to the brim : 
Spread forth thy widened arms, and learn to ſwim - 
In thine own tears, or elſe their haſty ſtreams | Fl 
May chance to overwhelm thee in th' extreams * 'Y 
Of boiſtrous paſſion; Patjjon has no bounds 3 | | 
| It conquers or compounds. +1 
His day our darkned Hemiſphere has loſt | j 
A glorious Star, whoſe brightneſs did almoft it 
Appear another Sun, whoſe heaven-bred Rayes _ 
Shot forch tuch flames at darkneſs, that our dayes, 
Unſoil'd with ſhades, did tecm to overthrow 
Hell-gates, and make another Heaven below : ; 
Bur now qur Heaven 1s clouded, our bright Star © © = .q 
| Is raviſh'd hence, our 1/rac!'s Weſtern Car © 
Hath loſt a wheel; and we have chang'd our light | ; 
VI. To ſhades, our day to night. ; 
FT His day a Star 15 fala, whoſe golden head i 
Gil every eye with flame, whoſe luſtre led -. 
The wandring Witemen of the World to-ſee 
The facrcd objec of . a bended knee : 
Thar Star, by whoſe fair condu& we addreſt 
To view that Babe, new-born in every breſt : 
That gracious Star which glorified our ſphere 3 
Thar fIFd each eye with objea, every ear 
With Oracle ; That Star has loſt her light, x 
VII. And cloath'd our eyes with night, 
His day a Pillar's faln, chat did ſupport | 4 
The holy Rafters of fair Son's Court z : 
A great Coloſs, whoſe marble-ſhoulders bore q 
So large a fhare, that even the ſacred floor 
Did ſtartle, and her conſecrated wall 
Did ſhake and tremble at the ſudden fall : 
Our Pillar's down, that Pillar which became 
By day, our Jſraz!'s cloud 3 by night, her flame : | 
Whar eye that loyes our Sion can behold - 
Such Ruines, and yet hold ? 
VIII. Great 
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(3's: pale-fac'd Tyrant, child of man's tranfgrefſion, 

O could thy cruelty find no expreſſion 
More mild, than this ? In ſuch a time to bear 
A ſhepherd hence, and the bold Wolf ſo near ? 
What arm ſhall reſcue us ? what Crook ſhall guide us ? 
What hand ſhall fold us? or what Cave ſhall hide us? 
O, what heroick heart will interpoſe 
Betwixt our lives, and our blood-thirſty foes ! 
Great pale-fac'd Tyrant, *tis our ſhepherds heart 

That bleeds ; bur ours, that ſmart, 
. IX. 
UT what can tears avail ? Or what Relief 
Can ſad complaint expe& ! Can whining grief 

Unlock the brazen gates of griſly death, , 
And warm his aſhes with'a ſecond breath? 
Huſband thy ſighs, hoard'up thy fluent tears 
For thine own uſe : Thy well-examin'd years 
Will find a juſt occafion to diſpend 
More drops, than thy poor ftock can recommend ; 


Leave him ro reſt ; his bleſt eſtate appears 
DIY No ſubject for thy tears. 


) RX, 
O glorious Soul, and lay thy Temples down 
In 4bram's boſom, in the ſacred Doun 
Of ſoft Eternity be full poſleſt 
With holy armfuls of Angel-like Reſt : | 
Pur on thy Milk-white Robe, and take the prize 
Of promis'd glory 3 let the gladder eyes 
Of ſmooth-fac'd Cheruhims, enrich'd with ſmiles, 
Dart beams of everlaſting joy ; the whiles 
Poor we transform our tears into a truſt, 
To ſpring a Phoenix from a Phoenix duft. 


MerCes peccati mors eſt ; & janua vite. 
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TO a. 


Honourable and dear Friend 


Sir WILLIAM LUCKIN, 


BARONET. w_ 


SIR, 


O whom can theſe Leaves owe them- 
ſelves, but you 2 whoſe the Author 
is 5 and to -whom the bleſſed life 

and death of this Sainted Lady hath been, 
and is (to my knowledge ) a religions and 
continued meditation. She was yours: and 
the terms whereon you parted with her, was 
20 ill bargain. Hoi a double intereſs 


(and, in that, a treble bleſſang) for more 
than twelve years, could you exped leſs, 
than to loſe the Principal 8 But Almighty 
GOD hath ſhewn himſelf ſo gracious a 
Dealer , that we look for extraordinary 
Penny-worths at his bountiful Hand. Tour 


wiſ- | 


cha a es 


—_  — 


ORE apo puy ne 4ns ” — X 
—en d = EET I Cate vow 


wiſdom kyows praZically that our Afed;. 

ons muſt Tf ſilence , when his Will s the 

Speaker : He knew her fitter for Heaven, 
than Earth, and therefore tranſplanted her, 
He found her full ripe and therefore ga- 
thered her. TI preſent what here is to 
you , wherein you fhall receive but the 
ſelf-ſame by Number, and by Meaſure; 
which , before, you had by Weight. Be: 
pleaſed to accept it from the hand of hin 
that makes a Relique of her memory, and 
"3 


Your moſt affectionate 


Friend to ferve you, 


FR. QUARLES. 


| AN 
ELEGY. 
PW 
RE all Quils dead? Or be they buried deep 
A In black-mouth'd Leth?'s bottomleſs abyſs ? 
How come our Poets, that were wont to keep . 
Sorrows fad Vigils ſtriftly, ſo remiſs ? 
Are they grown dull or drowzy ?- Can ſoft ſleep 
Charm them ar ſuch a needfut time, as this? 
Or has dumb grief found out a newer faſhion 


To character her thoughts, and cloath her paſſion, 
Than eye-bedawbing tears, and printed lamentation? 
| IT 


E what I will be, Reader, I muſt pay 
My vows to Virtues Altar, muſt be bold 
To ſcorn example, and to tread that way 
Which blunt affeRion leads z or new, or old, 
I value not: I have a word to fay, 
Thar all the World muſt hear : I cannot hold. 
Great Spirit of truth , 1f this Threnodian ſtory 
Intend: her honour with thy loſs of glory, 
Strike dumb theſe lips, ſtrike dead theſe knees that fall 
: 4:35" 5 (before ye. 
Ome ſweet infuſer of Diviner ſtrains, 
From whom the ſtreams of hallowed paſſion flow, 
Dart thy bright beams into my raviſh'd brains : - | 
Enlarge my ſtraitned thoughts that they may ſhow 
To all the World, from Princes down to Swains, 
What heav'nly Powers, and warbling Angels know 5 
Guide thou my hand, inſpire my Quill and me . 


With truth and art ; thou knowſt thoſe tears thar be | 


Dropt for the death of: Saints are conſecrate to thee, _ | 
bf H h IV ., Þ:- 


453 


WOE ARE Cog 


IV. 
D Ifturb me not you loads of fleſh and blood, 
You natural Parents of unnatural paſſion 
Sink not mine eyes in that tempeſtuous flood, 
Which hurries faith from her appointed ſtation ; 
Hence lumpiſh grief, that onely ſerves to brood 
The mungrel whelps of dunghil contemplation ; 
Hence all that's earthly 3 O, my ſoul refine 
Thy drofly thoughts or be no thoughts of mine) 
And like our ſubje prove --1 leſs, than all divine. 


Ven ſuch, was ſhe; her richly furniſh'd- breſt, 
Was a fair Temple 3 and her heart, a ſhrine, - 
Guarded with troops of Angels, where did reſt 
A glory nine times greater than the Nine 
Her ſoul was filld with Heav'n, and full poſſeſt 
With heav'nly Raptures 3 She was all Divine: 
She was a harmony, where ev'ry part 
Was ſung by graces, ſo compos'd by art, 
Tt rouz'd upev'ry ear, it -— ev'ry heart. 


I% R ever blaſted be thoſe narrow eyes 
Thar look aſquint upon this holy ſhrine 3 
Thrice be thoſe lips accurs'd that dare diſguiſe 
The facred Temple of the glorious Trine; 
Still may thoſe ears be fed with jars and lies, 
That cannot reliſh Muſick ſo Divine ; 
Who ere thou be, that dare attempt to ſpot 
So pure a name, O may it prove thy lot, 
For ever to be known the = chat ſhe was not. 
VI 


Uſh forth mine eyes,and when your floods be ſpent 
G Borrow new tydes from paſſions Oratory 3 
Take ſtreams on truſt, until your flood-gates vent 
The common ſtock, and weep an Allegory; 
If hearrs turn ſtones, make very ſtones relent, 


DE IIS 


An Elegy. _—_ | 

And help to bear the burthen of thy ſtory : G 

O, here's a Subje that ſhall force and tear ; 

The Portals of an Adamantine ear 3 |; 

Yet ſooner break a heart, perchance, than broach a tear. 
VIET 


A D ſhe been onely that, which ſerves to raiſe 
The name of woman to a common height ; 
Had ſhe been only that, which, now adays, 
With ſome allowance makes perfe&tion weight ; 
She had deſerv'd her ſhare of common praiſe, 
Perchance, and had heen priz'd above her Rate, 
Bur ſhe was All, her ſubſtance had no (cum ; 
She was a perfe& Quinteſſence, in whom 
All others Items met, and made one total ſum, 
IX, 
N Birth, her Blood was Noble; In her life, 
Severely Pious 3 ſweet in Converſation 
A happy Parent, and a loyal Wife ; 
In words, diſcreet 3 Divine in Contemplation ; 
Slow to admit, apr to compoſe a ſtrife: 
Secret in alms, and full of mild compaſſion; 
Potent and free in Canaar's Oratory 3 
In life and death a rare fele&ed ſtory 3 
In life, aSaint in Grace in death, a Saint in Glory. 
X 


Nowledge that often puffs the ſpungy brain, 
Gave her the treaſure of a lowly breſt 3 
Wiſdom, that once abus'd, turns trap and train, 
Builr in her ſimple heart che Turtles neſt ; 
Riches, that cloath the brow with proud diſdain, 

Made her appear far leſſer, than the leaſt ; ; | 
She had true knowledge, wiſdom, wealth, in which $ 

St enjoy'd her God, his glory was her pitch; 
True Knowledge made her Wile; true Wiſdom made her | 
| (Rich, | 


Hh 2 XI. Ladics 
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468 An Elegy. 
; = Wl 
Adies, let not your emulous ſtomachs ſwell 
To hear perfe&tion crown'd : There may accrue 
Some hgnour to your names: If you excel, 
Foves Bird hath fruitful wings, which daily mne 
More ſprightly Quils than ours; dye you as well, 
(Heav'ngrant ye may) they'll do no leſs for you :-. 
Till then expe& it not, know half your glory 


Shines at your death; bur dead,they will reſtore ye 
From your forgotten duſt, and write your perfcd ſtory. 
XII ny 


M:t Y this rare patcrn dwell before your eye, 
Whentime ſhall pleaſe t' unclaſp your fleſhlyCage; 
Her holy dearth will reach ye all to die, | 

And ſcorn the malice of Infernal Rage 3 

She dy'd at half her days; and know ye, why ? 

She was a Rule propos'd to Youth, to Age ; 

She was a Light, that glorified your days ; 

Obſcur'd, alone, by our inferior praiſe; 
The virrue of the world was but her Periphrale. 

XIIL 
OW blow thy Trump, and ſee if Envy durſt 
Preſume to ſnarle, or vent her frothy gall. 
Fame blow aloud : Ler Envy ſnarle her worſt ; 
Do 3 let her fret, and fume. and foam, and fall 

Stark mad : Blow louder, till the Bedlam burſt, 

And ſtink; and taint her news-corrupting Hail. 
Blaw fame and ſpare not : If ſome baſe-bred tongue 
That wants a name to loſe, ſhould chance ta wronz 

Thy hanour'd Trumpets breath.then make thy blaſt more 
XIV. (ſtrong. 
' But this Light is our 3 what wakeful eye 
7 'E'r mark'd the progreſs of the Queen of Light, 
Rob'd with full glary in her Auftrian ſky, 
Until ar length in her young noon of night, 
A ſwarth rempeſtuous Cloud doth riſe, and riſe, 


And 


An Elegy, 469 
And hides her luſtre from our darkned fight : 
Even fo too early death (that has no ears 
Open to ſuits) in her ſcarce noon of years, 
Daſh'd out our light, and left the tempeſt in our tears. 
y XV 


Atents of humane lives are ſhort, and drawn 
Without a clauſe, and with a ſecrer date 3 
Our day 1s ſpent, before it ſcarcely dawn, 
Each Urn's appointed, come 1t ſoon or late ; ; 
The courſe-greind Lockrom, and the white ſkin Lawn 
Are both ſubjeRcd to the ſelf ſame fare: 
Fare throws ar all: Death fips of ev'ry blood, 
Had ſhe bur lain the bad, and ſpar'd the good, 
Ovr Quill had ſpar'd this Ink, our Eyes had ſpar'd this 
XVI. (flood. 
Uick-finger'd Death's imparrial, and lets flie 
Her. fhafts at all ; bur aims with fouler ſpite 
At tairer Marks . . She, now aud then, ſhoots by 
- And hits a fool; bur levels at the white, 
She often pricks the Eagle in the eye, 

And ſpares the carkats of the Hagging Kite | 
Queens drop away, when btew-leg'd Manbin lives z 
Dronesthrive whenBees are burnt within their hives, 

And Courtly Mildred dies, when Country Madze ſurvives. 
Ep XVII. 
Etradt thar. word, falſe Quill: O let mine eyes 
Redeem thar. language with a thouſand rears : - 
Our Mildred 1s not dead : How paſſion lies ! 
How 1! that ſound does reliſh in theſe ears! 
Can ſhe be dead, whoſe conqu'ring ſoul defies 

The bands of death ; and worſe than death, the fears ? 
No, no, ſhe firs enthron'd, and ſmiles to ſee 
Our childiſh paſſions ; ſhe triumphs, while we 

In ſorrow, blaze her death, that's death and ſorrow free. 


XVIII, Sweet 


470. An Elegy. 


Weet ſoul, forgive the Treaſon of my Pen, 
Which makes thy State the ſubjeR of a tear, 
And with falſe whining kulls thee once agen 3 
Forgive our folly, or diſdain to hear : 
Thou art an Angel, we, alas, but men, 
Our words are non-ſenſe in thy purer ear : 
We crawl below, while thou firſt crown'd above, 
Fill'd with the peace of Heav'ns Tri-une Jehove; 
Yet in our childiſh tears accept our childiſh love, 


XIX, 
Hou firſt attended with thoſe heavenly bands, 
That bring our tydings to th' Eternal Throne: 
Thy blood-waſht ſoul, now views and underſtands 
That glorious One jn Three, that Three in One : 
To tl! ſafe prote&ion of whoſe ſacred hands, 
Thy gaſping lips convey'd their lateſt groan: 
Thou ſeeſt thoſe glorious Perſons, whereunto 
Thy dying breath did tender, and beſtow (too. 
The care of thy dear Spouſe, and Babes, and th' Infant 
XX | 


| omg peace, and ſempiternal joy 
| Reſts thy fair ſoul in everlaſting bliſs ;- 
Compar'd to thine, how .I contemn this Toy, 
This life, and all this filly World calls, This ! 
At all adventures, may thoſe hands convey 
My ſoul (which carried thine) where thy ſoul is: 
Bleſt heir of life, 3f ſuch a thing could be, 
Thar heavens pearl Portals ſhould be clos'd to thee, 
What ſhould become of man! what ſhould become of me? 
XXl. 
\ Ords call in words | O from this fruiful Theam, 
As from a Spring, flouds iſſue forth; and meet, 
Aud (well into aSea ; Stream joins with ſtreatn : 
| Our weary numbers have regain'd new feet, 
And bring in ſtuff more fit to load a Ream, 
4 an 


Than to be lodg'd within a ſlender ſheet : 
The thirſty foul, whoſe trembling fingers touch 
The ſwelling Bowl, may ſoon tranſgreſs, and ſuch 
That ner cat\ ſpeak _— cas'ly ſpeak too much. 


E T one word more, and then my Quill and I 
Will wooe Apollo, and beg leave to play : 
Youth, learn to live 3 and deeper Age, to dye; 
This heay'n-fled Saint hath ſcor'd ye, both, the way ; 
Your Rule's above, but your Example's by 
Heav'n ſets nor earth ſuch Copies every day. | 
Her virtues be your guide 3 They lie before ye; 
So ſhall ye add more honour to her ſtory, | 
And gain your ſelves aCrown; and gain her Crown more 


(Glory, 


THE END. 
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We Fe leh 70 Virtues, ably we beg no Tears; 
O:Reader; if thou haſt but Eyes and Ears, 
Tt is enough ; But tell-me,, Why 
* Thou contſt to gaze: Is it to pry 
Into our Coſt , or borrow 
A Copy of our Sorrow £2 
Or doſt thou come 
_ To learn to dye, 

Not knowing whon 

Jo Praffliſe bye 
If this be thy deſire 
| Then drawt hee one ſtep brighers 
Here lies a Preſident a Rarer 


Earth never ſhew?d;, nor Heawn a fairer 
-She Was---But room forbids to tell thee what ; 


u all perfe@Fion up, and She was That 


" Bi 'T yoluit Monumentum & Pignus Amoris, 


